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Preface to the Eﬂgiish Edition

My tournament appearances have involved British chess, so 1t 1s bothan
honour and a pleasure for me that my book 1s being published in England.

Obviously while working on the book (I started preparing material for
it 1n the summer of 1962) I have ofien posed myself the question, How
would the Western reader regard it? After all, over there they were even
less well informed than in the USSR of what had been going on behind
the scenes in chess. Yet this book will probably also have yet another point.
- Ttis no secret that in the West false ideas about Soviet life are common.
In this connection I would like to quote an episode that took place
about fifteen years ago. In the company of M. Euwe and our mutual
friend W. Muhring I paid visits to chess players i the Urals and in
Siberia. During our trip one could only marvel at the unshakeable anti-
Sovietism of Muhring. Finally we got together at my dacha near Moscow.
When Muhring came up to the cottage my dog Volchok got hold of the
tall Dutchman’s wide trousers. What next? They became very friendly.
During the meal Volchok sat next to Muhring, the Butchman stroked him
and said “You're a good dog, Volchok™. The dog reciprocated in his
own way. .

Then a mlrac:le happened. Muhring’s criticisms came abruptly o an
end. It seems he realised that if dogs here had normal canine interests
then Soviet citizens were normal people too!

I hope this book will help English speakers to understand better what
is happening in the Soviet Union. Then these memoirs will have played
the same role as that once played by a guard dog during the visit to Mos-

“cow by my Dutch friends.

M. M. BOTVINNIK
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CHAPTER 1.

| - The First Moves

.. “MisHA, what are you doing?”

1 didn’t hear the question—I was writing a play.
I was in my ninth year, and by that time I had already got cnples of

E Pushkin, Lermontov, Gogol and Turgenev from the second-hand book-

shops. The books were cheap (the money was provided by Mother).
I used to read them during the light ‘white’ nights, spoiled my eyesight
and so started wearing spectacles. Then I saw “Don Carlos” at the Bolshoi
Dramatic theatre and decided to become a playmlght

“Misha, what are you doing ?”

At that point I returned to the real world and saw.my Uncle Julius,
the husband of my cousin Alexandra. I explained that T was writing the
first act. Scene One (the king, a courtier, another courtier) was already

-~ finished. In Scene Two a third courtier was added, and as for what

comes next—well 1 don’t know,

“If you don’t know, then don’t write!” said Julius.

So I didn’t become a writer; the unfinished first act was destroyed.
~ For my next birthday Uncle Julius gave me War and Peace for a present.
I was a good lad, probably, studied easily and on my own. As far as I can
remember Father beat me only once, He was a dental technician and used
- American material in preparing false teeth. One day Lenny Baskin,

- a friend of my brother Issy (Issy was three years older than me; he was

" killed in September 1941 in a battle near Leningrad), approached me and

asked whether I could pinch a packet of this material.
I was so flattered by the trust put in me that I couldn’t refuse Lenny.
- Naturally Father noticed the loss. I denied everything, but it was no

1



2 Achieving the Aim

use. I have never forgotten the humiliating procedure, just as I have
never forgotten the room where it happened, and how my father held me,
and my roars. Apparently Father realised that I couldn’t tell the truth—it
would have Jet Lenny down—and let the petty thief off. Three vears
later Lenny Baskin taught me to play chess.

We lived on Nevsky Prospect, and my brother and 1 were regularly
taken to play m the Catherine Garden. Then my brother started school,
and I went to a children’s group. On his way home from work Father
called in for me and took me home. I can remember how one winter we
were walking along the Nevsky as thick snow was falling. The snowflakes
captured everything as they fell on the passers-by and pavement. Before
this I had always felt as if in a void, but suddenly I felt shut in and fright-
ened.

~“Papa,” I said, “look, we’re living in snow.” Father only laughed.

In 1920 Mother fell ill, and Father left vs.

Until he was 25 Father had lived in a village near Minsk where he had
attended elementary school. Then he had worked for his father as a farm
hand. He had real physical strength, and could throw the strongest bull
in the herd to the ground once he had hold of the horns. He had a tough
character too. When he fell out with my grandfather (whom I never
met) he went away to Petersburg and became an apprentice with a dental
technician Vasily Yefremov (whose son, a Professor of the Leningrad
Polytechnic, later became Minister of Electrical Industry).

Father passed his trade tests, got his diploma and to the end of his
days sat at his work bench.

Relations with Father remained good, he watched over us and gave
material help, yet a new life had begun.

I imagined myself to be the chief figure in the family and claimed that
Mother and brother Issy should obey me. At first they took an indulgent
~ attitude to my claims, but once they rebelled. Then I took hold of a cup
and threatened, “Either my way, or I’ll smash the cup.” In my fervour
I broke the cup, but that marked the end of the tyranny of the younger
son. -

My brother and I attended a school that was far away, by the Finland
Station. It was called Number 157 Soviet United Work School, but in
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- essence it was German’s Vyborg Eight Class Commercial College. In 1905
- a group of progressive teachers headed by P. A. German had organised a

private school. For the ﬁ:st three years till it gnt established the teachers
worked for no salary. | -
-Every year the foundation of the school was celebrated and I had
occasion to hear Peter Andreyevich himself tell the story of How an
announcement was put in the paper that the College would have co-
education of boys and girls, but the typesetter made a mistake and putin
an extra letter so that the announcement came out as ‘combined betroth-
al’ of boys and girls. The newspaper corrected the mistake and put the
advert in again, but the first entry test was taken by just one pupil!
(Russian obucheniye = education; obrucheniye = betrothal. Tr.)
- The heart and soul of the younger classes was Mr. Nikonov who taught
Natural Science. Small in stature (at the time he seemed a giant to us),

“always dressed in a long frock-coat, with a beard, he only seemed stern.

Later on when the school was closed he became a Pr ufessnr in the Teacher
Training College at Smolensk.. | |

Literature was taught by Zinaida Valerianovna. Discipline was weak
in her lessons, but when she read to us her voice rang out strong, or re-

flected tears of emotion and you could hear a pin dl'ﬂp we were all so
entranced.

The History teacher was Mr. Shaitan who always wore blue trousers

“and a service jacket. He had a superb knowledge of his subject, had a

strict character, and people were frightened of him. Once when he was

| telling vs about Ivan the Terrible he stopped and stroked my head (I had

been listening, it seems, with open mouth) and said to general langhter
“What a good boy Misha Botvinnik is.” Suddenly he disappeared. The
girls told in whispers that he had fallen in love with one of German’s
daughters, but became so entangled in his emﬂtmus poor fellow, that he

‘had poisoned himself in the park.

- There were lessons 1n listening to music. The whole school would as-
semble in the large hall where Lidiva Andreyevna would talk to us and

~ then play the pieces. She was often helped by students from the Conser-
- vatoire, singers and musicians. She lived in a world of music and might
- niot notice, for example, that her underskirt was showing. The lads would
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guffaw, but she tolerated it. The benefit from her lessons was undoubted.
She used to tell us about the young Prokofiyev. and passionately defend
him (at that time he was under attack from the intellectuals). - L
Lidiya Petrovna Treyfeld was a German, it seems, but most hke:ly
from Alsace. She had an excellent knowledge of German and a reason-
able knowledge of French. In her lessons we read both Heine and the
ancient tale ‘Kleider machen Leute’ (*Clothes make the person’) as well
as various other items. She was very concerned at our ignorance, and
almost fainted when Shurka Orlov once translated ‘Le corbeau intelli-
geant’ as meaning ‘the intellectual crow’. She was an old maid, terribly
thin and wore a wig and an old-fashioned pince-nez. It was hard to be sure
of her age—probably about 70. She had a very severe appearance, but
there was no limit to her kindness. She was completely alone and lived
by the school. It was said that when they were collecting money for the
school in 1905 she gave the greater part of 1t—all that she had. .
Although Mother was often ill she always fried hard to ensure that hf:r
sons were properly fed and got a good education. We were very poorly
dressed, a feature that made us stand out amongst our contemporaries.
Our food was simple—sauerkraut soup (I still have a fondness for it),
cutlets or meat with carrots. It was Mother who sent us to school on the
Vyborg side since the German school had been recommended to her.
~ When Aunt Bela (Mother’s older sister) invited my brother and me to
call it stands to reason that we never refused. She lived pretty far away
on the 5th Rota (now 5th Red Army Street). We dressed neatly and set
off licking our lips. At Auntie Bela’s you could stufi’ yourself with all
sorts of tasty things. Once I went too far and suffered for it. I was coming
home -on foot (I rarely took the tram, a habit I got into consciously for
the sake of the public good 1n the yvears of War Communism when the
trams cost nothing to ride on) and half-way home by Tsarskoselsky
Station (now Vitebsk Station) I felt queasy. I decided to go home. I man-

aged to get along Zagorodny and Vladimir Prospects and turned into

the Nevsky. I got along Nevsky, turned into our yard and climbed to the
third floor. When Mother opened the door to me I flashed past her like
a bullet, went up the corridor, but then committed a mistake which
seems to be typical of me (how many good opportunities I have passed

 — g — — —
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up at the chess board for this reason!) — I prematurely decided that I
had reached my objective. . .. ' - .

T was a round-shouldered lad with a flat chest and didn’t go in for
sport. Mother introduced me to a tall well-built young lady, probably

one-of her patients (Mother was a dentist). As a present I was given a book

by Muller which was well known in those days. I tried to live according to
Muller, and quite liked it. For the half-century or so since then I have
done morning exercises. The weak lad stralghtened up and, as they say

. nﬂwadays noticeably ‘filled out’..

- I'became interested in photography, in cats (there 18 stﬂl a photograph
of Burzik the cat asleep that I photographed). Mother got me to go to
a musical school. In the autumn of 1923 I learned to play chess and

everything else receded into the background.

" The chess board was homemade, a square piece of plywood with the
squares shaded in ink; the pieces of palm wood, thin and unstable, One
white bishop was missing and a lead soldier stood on the fl square.
I calculated badly, and although I was allowed to take moves back I was
always blundering something away, inciuding this toy soldier.

- Of course my passion for chess was no accident. Chess, as I have often

pointed out, is a typical inexact problem similar to those problems

- which people are always having to solve in their everyday life. (Crossing

the street, a court case, the orchestration of melodies, managing a firm

and so on.) The fact that chess was thought up by man whereas other

inexact situations arise as if apart from his will has no real significance as
regards the methodology of solving. What is important is that in order

to solve such inexact problems it is essential first of all to limit the scope

of the problem (otherwise you will flounder in it) and only then 1s there
the chance of a more exact solution. Hence 1t 1s a mistake to thmk that
chess does not reflect objective reality. It reflects man’s thinking.

- Following the example of the game of chess one can study the method
of limiting the scope of inexact problems which man uses in his activities,
Two hundred years ago the electrical technician, philosopher and poli-
tician, Benjamin Franklin, in his work The Morals of Chess, wrote that
chess was not merely an idle amusement; several valuable qualities of the
mind, usefol'in the course of human life, are to be acquired and strength-
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ened Dy it, so as to become ready on all occasions; for life is a kind of
chess. .

One can marvel at Franklin’s insight (his work also contains a hmt

about the zone of play which we deal with at the end of our book) all the
more S0 because some great men after his time did not always properly
assess the place which chess occupies in the life of mankind.

I think that the capacity to solve such problems, which all people have

~ to varying degrees, is inherited like a musical ear, physical dexterity,
memory and so on, but this talent can show itself only in a favourable

environment. Probably I had a definite predisposition for the successful
solution of inexact problems, and when I became familiar with chess,
then, 1n the conditions of Soviet society, I was able to devote a consider-
able amount of my thoughts, time and energy to it.

A chess player can demonstrate his capabilities only after two stand-
ard operations (amongst others) can be carried out unconsciously,
automatically : moving a piece from any part of the board to any other
part, and exchanging pieces on any square. Hence at first I played badly.
What would seem to be simpler than moving a piece from one square of
the board to another. Yet not a single mathematician had even undertaken
the solution of this constantly repeated task in chess; it was considered
that this problem was of exceptional complexity. Yet a human being
works throngh this operation as a simple and standard one! -

A uvniversity student lived in our flat and a friend called in regularly
for him. The friend was a second-category player* and I played him once.
I lost straight away. “Perhaps I should play the other one?” asked my
opponent, pointing to my brother. Ou'r neighbour only waved his hand
dismissively, “He plays even worse.

My brother did not feel so cnnﬁdent in ]er as I did, in the sense that
he found it harder to adjust. Thus, he did not like the humanitarian
subjects and could not overcome this hostility. Physics and mathematics
came easily to him. He liked to do everything himself. The old work
bench belonging to Father was the centre of his workshop—it was in the

* The Soviet qualification system starts at fourth category moving up to thlrd
second, first category, candidate master, master and finally grandmaster. 7.
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room where the pair of us lived. The disorder in the room could only be
compared with Issy’s enthusiasm, but the affair in hand got done. Later
on he created the first system of traffic lights in Leningrad, and just before
the war he was head of the special construction shop of the tram and
trolley-bus administration.

When we were children we often fought but later became friends.

I played in the school chess championship, but was somewhere in the
middle of the table. At that time the opening textbook by Grekov and
Nenarokov started appearing in separate sections, and I greedily tookit
all in. However, I played a Ruy Lopez according to the book against
Vitya Milyutin (he was about five years older than me) and was dismayed
as soon as he started playing differently from Nenarokov. Still, in my
class I was champion. |

I called in on Lenya Segal, a classmate of my brother. Lenya had long
curly hair (he was to become an architect) and loved to discourse on posi-

tional play. I listened to him with surprise and understood nothing.
" Tt would seem that for me it was a case of working up concrete concepts,
and only after that generalisations. Lenya came from a well-off family,

and we played with pieces of ivory of very ¢legant design. I didn’t
understand the position, but easily outplayed him. o

At that time the former world champion Emmanuel Lasker paid a visit
to the Soviet Union. He played exhibition games with masters and gave
simultaneous exhibitions. In Leningrad the simul’ took place in the build-
ing of the local Finance Office. I bought a ticket and joined the specta-
tors. It was a difficult exhibition; one of the participants S. Gotgilf played
along with Lasker in the Moscow International tournement which took
place eighteen months later.

Lasker behaved with great confidence despite his ﬁfty-ﬁve years; he
permitted the players to choose White if they wanted to. He played
strongly, but slowly. After 15 moves I left; it was already late.

-1 made progress starting with the school championship. This was in the
winter of 1924. I became champion even though Grisha Abramovich
‘himself” was playing. He was a third-category player and a member of the
Petrograd Chess Assembly. Grisha became my first patron, and in the role
of guest I sometimes visited the Chess Assembly with him.
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Mother began to get seriously worried and tried to talk me round.
“You’d do better to become an artist. Do you hope to become a Capa-

blanca ?” She went in secret to school, but the headmaster Mr. Parkho-
menko defended me, “Your son is a bookworm, leave him alone. .. .”

I became a member of the Assembly on 1st June 1924. I had to add
three years to my age (16 was the minimum age). The President. of the
committee (and the Chajrman of the ali-Russian Chess Union), S. Wein-
stein, guessed my cunning trick, of course, but my spectacles gave me
a solid appearance, and it all looked plausible. In this respect I was not
the only one. Seryozha Kaminer was only slightly older. As soon as we
got to know each other he suggested playing a training match—I lost
all three games. In the summer of 1924 I was no match for him, but I soon
outstripped him.

Seryozha’s vocation was study composition. A study is different from
the practical game. In a game the chess master does not calculate varia-
tions to their logical end, but breaks off when he reaches a certain point.
A great deal depends on the scope of his memory, and the swiftness of his
nervous system. In such cases a master is helped by his general assessment
of the position.

In studies positional assessment is less important, and so all variations
are calculated almost to the end.

When Seryozha played chess he was always looking for a study that
was not there, and so suffered setbacks, but in a year or two he won
complete recognition as a composer. I remember how he showed one of
his studies to Leonid Kubbel, one of the greatestcomposers and problem-
ists, Kubbel huffed and puffed over it for a long time, but he couldn’t
solve it, which was rarely the case with him. When Seryozha showed the
solution Leonid Ivanovich Jooked at my comrade with surprise.

Mother provided the money for my club subscription. She was the one,
too, who gave me the money for my first tournament entry fee. At that
time each participant contributed 3 roubles, and the prizes for the win-
ners came out of this. In the very first tournament 1 won first prize,
18 roubles, and so became an independent person.

I won the next tournament too, but I had to contend with an unpleas-
ant incident. A certain Folga was playing, an artist by profession and a
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deaf mute. He and 1 were in contention for first place, and when I got
into difficult positions Folga could not hide his joy, and brought this to

my notice with gestures. Finally my turn came. Folga was in the course
of losing the decisive game; of course I expressed ironical sympathy to

him. My rival made out that he didn’t understand. How could I explain

it to him? 1 took hold of the white king and placed it flat on the board.
The consequences were frightening. Weinstein summoned me, gave me
a telling-off and warned of my possible expulsion. My response was to

tremble, and I was let off. I have never done anything like that again in

my chess lhife.
The Assembly had its premises in the Viadimir games club (now the
Lensoviet Theatre) and in order to reach the second floor one had to pass

through the “gilded places’ which included the large billiard hall. Once a

~ billiard table was stripped of its cloth, and all the members of the As-

sembly were lined up 1n an attempt to dlsmver the thief. Later the thief
was found to be an outsider.

I would come back late from the club, and in my hungry state would
greedily get through sandwiches and a glass of milk as, year after year,

~‘Mother solicitounsly Ieft out the standard supper for me. Then I would

settle down to analyse the game just played. In my fervour I would start
banging the pieces, Mama would wake up, cry shame on me, and there
was nothing to do except go to bed.
~ There were changes coming in the chess world. The far from numerous
all-Russian Chess Union was liquidated, and a massive chess organisation
set up based on the Trade Unions and Physical Culture Councils headed
by Nikola1 Vasilievich Krylenko.*
- The Chess Assembly in Leningrad was hquidated too, and soon a fine
chess club was opened in the Palace of Labour under the direction of the
young Ya. G. Rokhlin. -

N. V. Krylenko (a well-known Party and State official, a comrade-in-
arms of Lenin) loved chess passionately. He played chess by post, took

* N, V. Krylenko (1885-1938), Old Bolshevik, Commissar foxr War 1917, Comman-
der-in-Chief Armed Forces 1918, Public Prosecutor for revolutionary tribunals,
Commissar for Justice of the RSESR and later of the USSR, liquidated in 1938 as part
of the Great Porge. 7r.

2
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part in team events, spoke at chess meetings, wrote articles, edited chess
publications and had a touching care for chess masters, though he did
not forgive conceit or disdain for social interests. He was a person of
rare principle (at the time he was Deputy Commissar of Justice) and the
interests of the Soviet people were paramount for him.

He could see right through people as the saying goes; it was hard to
fool him. When he took over the leadership of the Soviet chess organisa-
tion he carried out a sort of revolution in Soviet chess life. The game
became available to all the working masses, including beardless youths.
Chess books and magazines appeared, and the most massive organisa-
tions, the trade unions, began to devote a lot of attention to chess.
Everywhere chess circles sprang up—at work places, schools and military
units. The Councils of Physkultura and trade unions assigned the neces-

sary funds for the development of chess; there had never been anything

like it before in history.

Krylenko decided to test the playing strength of Soviet masters. Partly
with this aim in mind he organised the first Moscow International tourna-
ment in 1925, The other aim was to make chess more popular. Before
this event only once had a Soviet master played against the leading
foreigners—I. Rabinovich won seventh prize in the Baden-Baden tourna-
ment. This was judged a great success, and when Rabinovich appeared
in the new chess club in the spring of 1925 when the Leningrad Cham-
pionship was in progress he was met by an ovation. However, this epi-
sodic success could not satisfy Krylenko.

The participants of the Moscow tournament were in the main those
foreigners who had played in the famous New York 1924 event (with
the exception of Alekhine, who was hostile towards the Soviet Union,
a feeling that was mutval®*). World champion Capablanca, the former
champion Em. Lasker, Rubinstein, Marshall, Reti, Tartakover, Torre
and others represented the foreign chess world.

The tournament provoked the first wave of enthusiasm for chess

* Though Alekhine still had articles published in the Soviet chess press, and cor-
responded with some of the leading players, e.g. Levenfish. The formal break in rela-

tions did not come till early 1928 when remarks by the emigré at a White Russian
banquet in Paris caused serious offence. T,
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amongst Soviet people and, what is particularly important, amongst

-schoolchildren. There really was a “chess fever’ and this was the title of

a film that soon came out with the participation of Capablanca. (A com-
edy about a lovesick swain who neglects his fiancée due to his passionate
interest in chess. Capablanca gives the saving advice that the should
learn the game too! The Durector was Pudovkin., Tr.)

The tournament took place in the building that is now the Metropole
Hotel. They played in the large hall of the present restaurant. Now
this organisation seems more than modest, but for those days...
The hall was full to overflowing and crowds of exultant fans ‘stood on
duty’ in the street waiting for the latest news from the tournament. I was
14, T had to go to school and nobody was going to send me to Moscow.
I had to study the games from the newspapers.

Many people took it that Capablanca or Lasker would be the winner,
but Capablanca lost two games (to Ilyin-Genevsky and, the day after
a tough simultaneous in Leningrad, to Verlinsky). Lasker suffered one
defeat, at the hands of Levenfish. The winner was Bogoljubow with the
next Soviet player Romanovsky only seventh. In those days Bogoljubow
had a Soviet passport, although he lived in Germany where ¢ had settled
down to married life. A year later he renounced his Soviet citizenship
and this was a serious blow to Soviet chess. It was clear that the masters
of the pre-Revolutionary generation (Romanovsky, Levenfish, I. Rabi-
novich, Duz-Khotimirsky, Verlinsky), despite their talent, could not
withstand the best players of the West. Xrylenko decided we had to wait
until the young generation of Soviet masters became stronger.

The 1925 tournament played a most important role in the formation
of a new Soviet generation of young players. There were no Pioneer
Palaces as yet, but chess circles grew up in many schools and schoolboy
players took an active part in trade union team events.

While the Moscow event was 1n progress I was called to the telephone-—
it was Rokhlin calling.

“Tomorrow you are to play against Capablanca in a a.lmultaneous
Do you have any special requests ?”

“Could T have a pass to the exhibition for my brother 7”

Rk



12 Achieving the Aim

“For your brother ? Possibly for somebody else as weli? Maybe you
need several passes 7™

“Yes, if possible.”

“Qut of the question; be satisfied that you are playing.”

In November 1925 T was already one of the strongest first-category
players in Leningrad, and no particular honour was being done me. Yet
Mama was pleased, bought me 2 new brown Russian blouse, and I set
off for the exhibition to the small hall of the Philarmonia (there was a
buffet there later for the spectators). The hall was packed full. Tt was a
rest day for the tournament in Moscow and Rokhlin had persuaded
Capablanca to travel to Leningrad to give the simul’. Everybody wanted
to gaze at the world champion, José Raul Capablanca himself, I could
hardly force my way through to my place. Two spectators were already
sitting on my chair, and I had to settle myself down as the third occu-
pant! Obviously both these ‘advisers’ hindered me to the best of their
ability but I had a hard character—I was playing this myself.

One of the most senior Leningrad chess players, Professor A. A, Smir-
nov (who had been chess champion of Paris in 1912), greeted Capablanca
in his native Spanish. Capablanca frowned; either the ceremony was
dragging on too long, or he was unhappy with the speaker’s pronuncia-
tion, but finally the exhibition got under way. In a Queens Gambit Capa-
blanca carelessly castled Q-side, came under attack, was forced to give
up a pawn (to get into an endgame) but I exploited my advantage accy-
rately. Capablanca pushed over the pieces (see Game 1.). -

Later on I heard that Capablanca reacted with praise for my play,
but the expression on the face of the champion at the moment the game
ended was not at all pleasant.

I went out of the hall and met a classmate Vera Denisova in the foyer—
a Tolstoy evening had been going on in the large hall to mark the fifteenth
anniversary of the death of Lev Nikolayevich., Vera was shattered by my
SUCCESS.

The next day I overslept in my joy and was late for the first lesson. The
boys caught sight of me through the glass door and tried to raise a din,
but you can’t kick up a din in Mr. Shaitan’s class (it was a history lesson).
The bell went and they all dashed over to me. I realised that I was in
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- trouble and tried to escape, but my pursuers caught up with me in the

hall and started to throw me up (recently a classmate Sonya Roginskaya

 recalled that I did not resist but merely pressed my glasses against my
- nose). I was saved by Mr. Shaitan who managed to preserve a serious

appearance. The girls were all whispering on one side. Later on I got to

know that they had decided that I had something about me.

However, I was keen on Murka Orlova, the sister of my friend Shurka.
The girl was talented, a flirt, with light blue eyes.

“You won’t get anywhere there,” said Dimka Zaitsev, “Murka won’t
g0 kissing you, you’re a Jew.”

I was flabbergasted, not so much by the fact that she wouldn’t go kis-
sing me, as by the reason why she wouldn’t. When I was born my father
gave me a Russian first name. “He’s living in Russta,” he said to Mother,

“so . let him feel himself Russian.” Father forbade the speaking of
'Yiddish at home, and his second wife was a Russian. And yet the strength

of prejudice.

Several years later at the flat of Vera Denisova our class got together.
Murka was clearly not in agreement with Dimka Zaitsev, but, what
could I do, there was no frace left of my crush. And probably Dimka’s

~opinion has changed in the course of tume.

In 1926 I had to take first place in the semi-final group in order to
qualify for the final of the Leningrad Championship. The strong first-
category player Shebarshin and I both kept on winning our games.
Then I only drew a won game against Lavrentiyev, so my last hope was
to outplay Shebarshin. Our game lasted about 11 hours in all, and in the
end I managed fo win it.

The game was adjourned a second time in a won rook and pawn ending,
and my opponent decided to try for his last chance. In a roundabout
way he made it known that if the game were to end in a draw we would
both be invited to the final. What if the 14-year-old lad would fall for it.

T didn’t!

The final was in June. I started with 5 out of 5! Then things went less
well, but I still managed to share second and third places with A. F.
Ilyin-Genevsky. I had won a place for myself on the chess Olympus of my

 npative city. We played in the Central House of Physkultura on the Moika.
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I went to the rounds on foot across the Mars Field. At home 1 would
drink a cup of milk and after my walk my head was clear and my mood
excellent.

This was the first time that I felt confident at the board and felt my
playing strength. Probably this occurred during my game with Rokhlin.
I fell into a difficult position, but wriggled out ingeniously and adjourned
the game with slight positional advantage. In the next session of play it
became clear that 1 understood the position better and calculated the
variations more exactly. My opponent floundered about and lost quickly.

In the autumn of 1926 my parents were worried. Rokhlin phoned my

father and informed him that I was to play in a team match Leningrad—

Stockbolm on 5th board and that we were to travel to Sweden. Once
again Mother hurried off to the headmaster, this time Mr. Tkhorzhevsky.
He was our class teacher and taught history. He was a very serious,
benevolent and wise person whose exterior was somehow like that of the
leaders of the French Revolution. By the way, he had a fine knowledge
of the history of the revolutionary movement.

He told Mother, “To see the world at such an age it is in order to miss
school for ten days.” | -

So I was on my way to Stockholm, and Father gave me money to buy
things with. We went by train to Helsingfors (Helsinki) and gave simuls’
there. I took on a European appearance since I was bought a suit,
a Borsalino hat and horn-rimmed spectacles. Then by train to Abo and
by boat to Stockholm. On the boat we were lined up for an identity
parade after dinner—some Russian had not paid his bill in the restaurant.
Then he was found and it turned out that a White Russian emigré had
decided to arrange a provocation.

The match in Stockholm was very tense, but the Leningrad team won
by a minimal margin. I managed to score 14 : 1 against the future grand-
master Stoltz. At the closing dinner we each had poured out for us a
single glass of wine (the Prohibition law). One of the Swedes could not
bring himself to apprnach me for a long time, but in the end he drank my
glass too.

The next day we went to spend our money. a simple business. In the
evening in the room which I was sharing with Ilyin-Genevsky there was
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a large gathering of our people. We were hungry, but no longer had
any money left for the restaurant. We scraped together all our loose

change and volunteers went off to get some bread and cheese. We were

stuffing our mouths when there came a knock at the door and the Presi-

dent of the Swedish Chess Union, Ludwig Collijn, appeared at the door.

- He stopped short in embarrassment, but then made out that everything

was in order.

“How did you like Stockholm?”

“A marvellous city,” replied Hyin-Genevsky, who had already managed
to swallow his sandwich.

The return journey through the Gulf of Bothnia was a difficult one.
The rolling of the ship was so strong that many people were sea-sick.
I grew very weak and when we arrived at Helsingfors could hardly stand
on my feet. At last Leningrad. In the evening my brother accompanied
me to Father’s taking a new suit for him in a suitcase. The janitor grabbed
me by the hand at the entrance, and I looked at ]:um with amazement.

“Phew,” he spat out, “I didn’t recognise you.”

I should say so, since he had never seen me wearing a hat (not to speak
of my horn-rimmed spectacles!)

'The whole school gathered i the large hall. Mr. Tkhorzhevsky was in.
charge and I made a report on my trip. When 1t came to the return
journey on the boat I started a detailed and too vivid description of the
pitching about and all its consequences. Guffaws broke out.

“Mishal” said the headmaster beseechingly, “That’s enough.”

However, 1 was implacable and continued the account of my nautical
impressions. |

In the very first chemistry lesson the teacher Borovitsky called me out
to the board. Obviously I knew nothing and got a ‘“fail’ mark. This was.
the only time I got such a mark in my whole school career. At that time
schools did not have examinations, there was no particular striving
after high marks, so there was no special worry about this. The highest
mark was ‘good’; I normally got ‘quite satisfactory’. I feel that this style
of schooling, requiring knowledge and not just marks, had its effect on
my conduct in chess. I did not go chasing after points, but looked at the:
essence: how was I playing, how deeply did I uwnderstand chess?
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There was no Pioneer organisation in our school, but there was a Kom-
somol, though not at all numerous. In school I took an active part in
communal life and was Chairman of the school academic council. At the
age of 9 I started reading the newspapers and became a convinced
Communist. It was hard to become a member of the Komsomol, as
schoolchildren were hardly ever admitted. I tried to get in for a long time

{(my brother was already a member) and finally in December 1926 I
became a candidate member.*

As early as the match in Stockholm I had been given a commission
to write notes to two games from the Leningrad-Stockholm match, and
these were published in the magazine Shakhmatny Listok. This was the
start of my career as a chess analyst. The habit of analysing objectively
{when the analysis is to be published you can’t do otherwise since you
run the risk of being shown up) is very important for a player’s attempt to

- perfect himself. Doubtless this factor contributed to my success. over the
next few years.

* The author became a member of the Party in. 1940. 7.

CHAPTER 2.

The Polytechnic

ScrooL was finished. There was a group photograph of the leavers and
their teachers. We did a leavers® play, Wilde’s The Importance of being
Earnest, in which I played therole of Ernest, but mthnut any great success.
The role turned out to be too serious for me.

I was still not yet 16, and I couldn’t go on to higher education yet.
At that time they had just restored entrance exams and the minimum
age was 17. Well then, I would have to spend some time playing chess,
and after that prepare hard so that in a year’s time I would not fail the
entrance ¢xams.

in the summer of 1927 I took part in a six-man double-round tourna-
ment. I lived in a dacha at Sestroretsk, spent all day on the beach (my
shoulders turned bluish-black), and twice a week I paid a visit to Lenin-
grad. The journey was by train (at the time the trains just crawled along
that line) so that you look out of the open window, the air was fresh,
so fresh there is an unusual lightness about your body, the head was
clear—then you really can play chess!

In the second half 1 lost the decisive game o Romanovsky and came
second. I was put in the List of candidates, fifth in line, for admission to the
USSR Championship. But the ‘candidate’ was already feared my games
were published in the papers. |

Then Moscow. I stayed at the Hotel ‘Liverpool’ on Stoleshnikov.
We played in the foyer of the October Hall of the House of Unions.
I saw Krylenko for the first time and at the opening ceremony Bezy-
mensky read his poem ‘Chess’. ' |

When we were in the train (obviously we travelled in the general car-

17
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riage) Romanovsky who was then 35 years old said, “What if Misha
should finish first?” and then laughed. Romanovsky was an exceptional
player. His technique was not good, but he was indefatigable when it
came to inventive ideas and he was dangerous in attack. He had a bound-
less love for chess. He was indifferent to money but adored adulation
from the fans. Sometimes he gave the sort of advice you never forget:

“If you have the attack, don’t exchange pieces. Exchange only when
you see that it leads to real advantage.”

Once, 1n the winter of 1929, I was competing along with Romanovsky
in the regional championship of Educational Workers. I played a game

against a certain Batuyev, a second-category player. I got an overwhelm- |

ing advantage as White, but then without making an obvious error I let
the advantage slip and the game ended in a draw,

I said to Romanovsky, “Pyotr Arseneyevich, how was it that I didn’t
win that game ?” His answer: “Once you didn’t win it, Misha, that means
that in your heart of hearts you didn’t really want to.”

Romanovsky’s attitude to me, just as was the case with the whole of
the oider generation, was one of jealousy, and no particular good will.
Before my appearance Romanovsky and his contemporaries held undis-
puted sway, and then suddenly this ‘upstart’ appeared!

At the end of the Soviet Championship I won four games in a row,
gained the master title and shared fifth and sixth places.

Now I had to prepare for my exams to gain admission to an institute
-of higher education!

The question whether I should study or play chess did not present
itself to me. I wanted to study, although chess was no less essential to me
than my studies, Intuitively T realised that my studies would be useful
for chess as well. On the other hand, I considered it obligatory for me to
have some other work, justlike everybody else. I didn’t want to be differ-
ent. Perhaps this method of combining chess with another profession
is not so bad?

In physics and mathematics I worked on my own. What about social
science and literature? In these the requirements and syllabuses changed
quickly. I joined a group where an experienced teacher crammed twelve
school-leavers. Everybody smoked, and, so as not to be a rare bird,
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I started smoking for two months. Once these studies were over 1 gave up

- smoking at once.

Once I was asked, “Mishka, I study physics and mathematics with a
former boxer. His brother is a well-known professor of electric traction
at the Polytechnic. The professor dreams of playing with you. Will you
come with me to Lebedev’s for a meal?”

In the winter of 1926 I was already a ‘known’ chess player. 1 was play-
ing then in the semi-final of the Leningrad Championship and, when I fell

(. ill, a chess player from the school called to see me, and brought with him

his friend Grishka Rabinovich, who from then on became a fan of mine.
We became very friendly and he was to be a great supporter of mine
throughout my whole chess life. He had remarkable capabilities and in

~ the 1940s became first Deputy Controller of the city Finance Department

Before my friendship with him I was very retiring, but my new acqu_aint-
ance made me full of joie de vivre. He had a touchingly pleasant attitude
towards me and took me to a barber’s (I was shy of going on my own).

- In 1934 when I had to go to Hastings Grisha wrote a memorandum to

the administration of the City Council and I had two suits made for me -
gratis. Once after the war I finished up in his office at a time when he was
dealing with representatives of various organisations. He showed a well-
nigh perfect knowledge of their financial affairs. I was there to ask for
money for the Chess Club to do up its premises; the money, of course,
was duly assigned. Later on Grisha defended both Candidate’s and
Doctor’s dissertations and became a professor.

In the professor’s home to which I had been invited, just opposite the
Chemistry Department, there was a gathering of various academic figures.
The host was Professor Kalantarov who was a second-category player
before the Revolution. A simuitaneous exhibition took place. The famous
mathematician Ivan Matveyevich Vinogradov (who has recently celebra-
ted his eightieth birthday) played in original fashion. First of all he
moved all his pawns up one square “to give freedom to the pieces”
as he explained it, and then played quite well, but it was no longer possible
to save the position. Later on he and I holidayed together at Teberda
and shared a room. He entertained me with funny stories—he was a
Superb raconteur. We last met about fifteen years ago.
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“How do you spend weekends ?” T asked.
“Grubbing up tree stumps at my dacha.”

“With a crowbar ?” “No, with my hands, just let me get a grip of the

stump...”

Basically the people gathered at the simul’ were all professors of the

Faculty of Electrical Technology which I dreamt of gaining admission to.
At that time to become an electro-technologist was of no less significance
‘than to be a physicist nowadays. It was no easy matter to gain admission.
Ninety-five per cent of all places were awarded to leavers from the work-
ers’ and peasants’ schools, and 5 per cent to those who took the exams.

Kalantarov advised me: “Put your application in to FIZ (the Faculty of

Industrial Farming), there’s less competition there,”

I took the exams and didn’t wash myself (at that time everybody acted
in this way—it was a favourable sigu). The last exam was in physics. It
turned out that the examiner was a young woman with a severe stern face.
[ solved all the problems, including one original one. The lady looked at
me carefully. “What is specific resistance 2’ I looked at her in surprise.
There was nothing about this in the physics book by Krayevich. Straight
away the examiner shrugged her shoulders, but Yekaterina Nikolayevna
Gorieva (wife of the well-known electro-technologist Alexander Alexand-
rovich Goriev, my future professor) let me go in peace.*®

I was not accepted at the Polytechnic. The professors at that time had
no say; everything was decided by the Proletstud (Student Academic
- Body). Out of the school-leavers who passed the entrance exams they
only took children of specialists (i.c. engineers) and of workers. 1 was
a son of “a person of physical labour” (there was such a category at the
time and it covered janitors, dental technicians and so on). Rokhlin,
the Deputy Chairman of the chess section of the local Union Advisory
Committee, prepared an application and went to the Marble Palace
where the Appeals Committee was located. After two months of efforts
and alarms the mountain gave birth to a mouse, at least from my point
of view. I was put down for the Mathematics Department of the Univer-
sity. There was a surplus of places in the department as the leavers from

* Russian academic tradition lays much emphasis on otal exams, as opposed to the
Western tradition of written exams. 7r.
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the workers’ and peasants’ schools were not keen to go there. Everybody
wanted to work in the industrialisation field!

Yet I was after all transferred to the Polytechnic. In the first few days
of January 1929 student team chess championships took piace in Moscow.
The man in charge of the Leningrad team was Ivan Demyanovich Push-
kin, Deputy Chairman of the Leningrad Proletstud. Pushkin was actually
studying in the Electromechanical Department. When we took first
place in Moscow he slapped me on the shoulder saying, “I know,
I know, you want to join us. We’ll transfer you!” So, at the start of Feb-
ruary the new Polytechnic student joined the group at their studies for the
first tume.

Nearly all the students were from the workers® and peasants® schools
and in the age range 25-35. Of thirty students only four were straight
from school. At first the attitude shown towards me was guarded, but
this quickly faded away. I made new friends, a couple from the school-
leavers. |

There were hardly any general lectures at all in the Department except
for physics where the lectures were given to all the students by Skobelt-

) syn (father of the present-day Academician), and in the second year

there were lectures on electrical measurements by Shatelen (one of the
first Russian electrotechnologists) and on the theoretical basis of electro-
technology by Academician Mitkevich.

 The students got their basic knowledge in a group where the theory
and exercises were dealt with by very well-qualified teachers. They took
exams as appropriate in the course of the studies. There were no specific
examipation terms as such. The assessments were simple—pass or fail!
The lecturers had a very good idea of the weaknesses of their students,
helped them, and it was easy to check a person’s knowledge.

Theorétical mechanics was tanght by a former artillery lhieutenant,
Nikolai Alexandrovich Zabotkin. Short, tubby (with a round head too,
though big out of all proportion} he drew himself up, and invariably
wore a pince-nez on his small nose. In his eyes there was a look of suppress-
ed cunning. He spoke in exact fashion, knew his subject perfectly and
taught according to his own system: first of all he explained how to solve

S  the problems (giving the formulae for this), carried out the exercises and
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then expounded the theory. Certain of the people from the workers’
and peasants” schools were badly prepared, and found it hard to study.
One of them, a certain Deryugin, was sure that this arose from the orig-
inal method used by Zabotkin.

“Nikolai Alexandrovich, isn’t it better, surely, to have the theﬂry first,
and then the exercises 7”

“No, it 1sn’t better, it’s worse.’

Then Deryugin started trying to prove in heated fashion that the theory
was needed first, while Zabotkin in a few words rebutted this. Finally the
despairing disputant employed his final argument.

“Well then, surely 1t makes no d]ﬁ'ﬂrenc:e which comes ﬁrst and which
next 7’

Then Zabotkin was transformed. His face became stern, there was
laughter in his eyes. .

“If it is all the same, then we won’t change the existing way of doing
things™, he declared to ihe accompaniment of general guffawing.

The task in front of me was not easy. In five months I had to cover all
the subjects of the first-year syllabus. There was hardly any time to study.
I merely ‘took’ the exams (I attended the group studies, but missed the
lectures). -

I failed one exam in physics (Van der Waal’s equation). I must admit
that I used to prepare cribs. On the mornings that we had a test due I
would get up at 5 a.m., do a summary of the course on a few sheets of
paper, have breakfast and rush off for the tram. By 10 or 11 a.m. I would
already be in the lecture hall. I could remember the work pretty well and
glanced at the crib only in exceptional circumstances.

I shared the same desk with my friend Lev Tseitlin. I have never met
a more capable student. He assimilated the very core of the work and
the lecturers were rather afraid of him. By comparison with him I assi-
milated knowledge poorly; admittedly later on it transpired that I was

better in research.

He commented to me half-jokingly, half-despisingly, “I know that you

know nothing, but you keep quiet with the sort of look that induces the
lecturer to believe that you know something. *

So I got mto the second-year course. Then there was a medical com-
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mission and the question was, would they send me to military camp or
not; after all I wore glasses. Camp 1s not the army and I was passed as
suitable.

We lived under canvas. Due to my inexperience I occupied a place at
the very edge of the tents. You only had to touch the tent when it was
raining for it to turn wet—the tent let the water through.

At first they often chased us out to the acrodrome at night. Once I even
got dressed while still asleep, lagged behind then caught up my detach-
ment, but only became fully awake when we marched on to the airfield
runway. The aerodrome at that time was in high grass full of dew, and

- we got wet through. The planes were antediluvian—Junkers (JUG 3)

of corrugated metal, cloth I-2’s and R-I’s. Of course we didn’t fly in
them, but merely washed them and rubbed them over.

In the camp, for the only time in my life, I played three simultancous
blindfold games and didn’t experience any difficulty in doing so (at that
time Krylenke banned blindfold play, and in the USSR this prohibition
applies for public exhibitions. The point is that a master plays blindfold
below his usual creative level, and 1t might do harm to his health. Alekhine

‘played blindfold very well, but had a negative attitude to such play.)

Then we paid a visit to Novgorod where we played a match against the
city team.

Of course all this was poor preparation for the USSR Championship
in Odessa, which was due to start in August, but in the quarter-final
group ! easily took first place.

In the last round of the quarter-final I wore myself out in the process
of ‘squeezing’ a win out of the game with A. Polyak. On the day before
Rauzer had asked me about the game pointing out that if I won and he,
Rauzer, won his game against Ryumim then on tie-break Rauzer would
come ahead of Polyak and so qualify for the semi-final. In the semi-final
it would be easy to fulfil the master norm. I already had a great respect
for Rauzér and could not refuse him. As a result Rauzer ‘took Ryumin
apart’ in only 17 moves as Black, and in the semi-final became a master,

Rauzer left behind a significant influence in the history of Soviet chess,
and not just in its history. His opening ideas were closely linked with
middle-game plans and are fully valid to this day (this applies to the
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Ruy Lopez, the Sicilian Defence and the French De:fence). He only
investigated the move 1 e2-e4 for White and regulax*-ly creat_ed deep games.
Unfortunately his nervous system was frail and h1§ practical results did
not correspond to his potential. He was an eccentric person (somu'e years
fater he fell ill with a phbsychiatric disturbance) and perished during the
blockade of Leningrad. . | | ‘
In 1931 in Moscow at the end of the USSR Champ1onst I led my main
rival Nikolai Ryumin by half a point, but there were still two rounds
left. Ryumin had to play Black against Rauzer in the next munc}. It was
then that I reminded Rauzer that it is a fine thing to repay one’s debts.
Rauzer suddenly declared, “But I can’t play chess welj_l. .. I have
irregular facial features!” At first I was taken aback, but decided to have

recourse to a white lie, | -
So I said, “Alexei Alekhine who lives in Kharkov, do you know him 7
Does he have regular facial features?” “No, of course'mt. Well, look
here, Alexei Alekhine is an Apollo in comparison to his brother Alexan-
der,* yet he can play chess!” .
Rauzer played the game against Ryumin with great f_nrce and won.
However, back to the Odessa tournament. In the se;mki‘inal- I played
badly due to fatigue and on my return to Leningrad had to justify myself

riends. |
m'ﬁf’eziﬂnd year of my studies also proceeded 1n an abnormal fashion.
True, I passed the first term successfully. 1 attended the lectures, but there
was nothing for me there. Within five minutes I ceased to understand
anything, and with a sigh of relief I would take out my pockei': set.

In our group the exercises on alternating current were carried out by
Mitkevich himself. Once he called me out to solve a problem. I knew
nothing, and as always in such cases he himself solved the problem for
the student, and then he affectionately let me go back to my place.

Everyone tried to take their exams with him!{

' i i ioré and world
* Alexander Alekhine (1892-1946) was, "?f course, the R_ussmn emigr ld
champion {1927-1935 and 1937-1946). Rotvinnik first saw him at Nottingham 1936

see Chapter 3. Tvr,

¥ Normal practice would be for the student to sit in froni of a lecturer, draw out

a card with a question on it, and then try to answer orally. Tr.
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If a student knew nothing Mitkevich would still give him a pass mark,
and console the unfortunate fellow with “Never mind, never mind.

- You can’t encompass the unbounded!” All this reduced his deputy

Kalantarov to despair-—he was very strict. Yet when Tseitlin was promot-
ed later on to lecturer, Kalantarov would beseech my friend not to lower
the departmental pass rate!

Starting from January 1930 the reform of higher education began.
The country was starting out on industrialisation and needed engineers;
not just engineers, but people from the workers and peasants who were
devoted to the Soviet Homeland. What was one to do if a number of
people from the workers’ and peasants’ schools had been poorly prep-
ared? The decision was taken to make study easier.

This was an essential measure, though a temporary one. Of course on
the whole 1t lowered the standard of knowledge of young engineers,
yet this standard was adequate to fulfil the obligations of the organisers of
production, |

Strange though it may seem I gained from the reform—1I was not over-
loaded with an excessive volume of knowledsge, and I could use My nerve
cells for taking decisions in original situations.

Thus there began the era of the brigade-laboratory method. Examina-

tions and tests were abolished. Groups were divided into brigades of six

or seven students. There were not enough lecturers, and experts were
drawn in from the production line. The Polytechnic was broken up and
every department became an independent institute.

In 1930 I had occasion to play in a tournament to which only masters
were invited—Levenfish, Romanovsky, Ilyin-Genevsky, Gothilf, A. Kub-
bel, Model, Rokhlin and Ragozin, We played twice a week in the House
of Physkultura Employees (there were also rounds played at other ven-
ues). In a tough struggle I secured first prize, a German chess clock
(which served me well for about twenty years, until my davghter’s nanmny
Matryona Semyonovna quietly started using it every day and it finally
gave out). This was my first success against masters. Forty years later I
gave up playing in competitive chess.

1 kept up at the Institute. We had been warned that there would be
no exanunation, but each student would get an individual project to
3
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work up. There was no textbook. The lecturer, Nikola1 Pavlnvich‘ Vino-

gradov, went through his theory with us (there was the Cremona d1a;gram-

and the Vinogradov diagram) and each of us made a SBmary. ) han_

there was the difficult project with no time for mutual assistance! We all

i in owr studies.

dl‘if f]ilel summer of 1931 we did our practical at the Dnieper Hyt_flro--
electric complex. 1 went to the technical department, where | was given
the task of calculating the temporary jumper (temporary trafnsmmsmg
line) on wooden poles. Vinogradov had not told us anything about.
wooden supports, but 1 opened the Efecrrqtechnot'agy Handbc:-ak, fooked
in the section compiled by our lecturer and made the calculation,

No matter how I did it the supports kept falling. 1 was already in a |

state of despair when suddenly I saw a smiling Vinogradov—he was a

consultant of the Dnieprostroy.
“What are you doing here?”
“Well, this. The wooden supports keep falling.” |
"“The temporary jumper ? Lower the tension of the wire.”
Oh Loxd, how simple. The supports stopped falling!
Tt was hard at the Dnieprostroy and the living quarters and food could
ompared with military camp. B
nﬂ‘tﬁlf:::;laye]il a match against Zaporozhye. The P%Lyskultura Council 1n
the city helped us with tickets for the train to Lenm:grat.:l‘ when we lef t_i:.
they gave us a certificate to say that we were tra?re]hng for exchange o
expertise in the harvest competition™. At tha{: time the:re. WHS. a barvest
campaign in progress and so the tickets were issued ahead of the_ queuc.
So I duly finished at the Polytechnic. Of course there was no diploma
project. We had studied for four years, in my case somewhat less.. The
country got the necessary number of special'r.sts. The goal was achieved.
Soon the previous practice in higher education was re-established. .
I found myself assigned to the high-voltage labn_ratory named afi':er
A A. Smurov. Smurov had set up this laboratory (with _ﬁrstvclass equip-
ment ordered from the USA) which was located in the Elec:tl:otechmcal In-
stitute on Pesochnaya Street. As aresult of the reor ganisatmtn the %abnra*—-
tory was transferred to our Institute. Smurov wasra]:r‘ead?r sermuslyﬂ:l. Qn-
ce, not long before his death, I was presented to him in ks professor’s flat.

- T L R PN
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¢+ It was boring for mein the laboratory. While I was still a student doing

a practical I had had to calculate the stability of the planned Bielorussia
Energy system. I worked it out by the step-by-step method. Nowadays
these calculations are easily carried out by a computer, but then I spent
thiee months on the calculations. |

At this point (winter 1932) Alexander Alexandrovich Goriev appeared
in the Smurov laboratory. He was shown my calculations (I was being
supervised by two postgradvate students, my senior comrades: Vitya
Gessen and Vasya Tolchkov). Goriev pointed out straight away that the
basic formula which was being used to simplify the schema of the network
was faulty. Consequently the whole calculation had to be thrown into the
waste-paper basket! - |

Goriev held Diploma number 1 from our Polytechnic and was a uni-
versal figore 1n the study of electricity. At the end of the 1920s he intro-
duced a system of equations describing the work régime of a synchronous
machine. He introduced these equations within exact limits of the prob-
lem. Even earlier, though less rigorously, they had been introduced by
the American scientist Park. Hence, in the Soviet Union this system of
equations 1s known as the Park-Goriev equations. In essence they apply
to any alternating current machine, not just synchronous ones. Almost all
my work 1in elecirotechnology is connected with these equations.

Goriev was tall and broad. When he became lost in thought it was a
fearsome sight. His glance became lost in the distance, his lower jaw
hung down. If his decision seemed important to him then he would
strike the table with his massive fist and make his summary with aplomb.
FHe came to the laboratory once a week. When he was appointed to the
chair he started working only in his flat where he slept (and where there
was always his terrier). This flat on the first floor of the professor’s block
was well known to his collaborators. e

Goriev often came across Nikolai Nikolai Schedrin in his work at the
Smurov laboratory. The latter was not tall, always had a delicate express-
ion on his wrinkled face and never revealed his emotions. He too was a
universal figure in electrotechnology and was a pioneer in the USSR in
the field of calculating currents of short-circuiting. The pair of them to-
gether made a remarkable sight. It was most curious to look on as the

I¥
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giant Goriev londly developed some idea or other and the small Schedrin
calmly refuted it. Schedrin was the one who suggested to me the toplc
for my Candidate’s dissertation.

Goriev had a simple attitude to postgraduate students He cnuld never
remember them, and when the postgraduate came to him and started
telling him about something Goriev would look over his spectacles, think
a Kittle and then either get rid of his visitor or start up an argument if he
found the subject of interest to him.

Once Vasya Tolchkov appeared before him and started showing his
calculations. Goriev thought a while and asked, “What logarithmic slide
rule did you use to calculate with an accuracy of five figures? A half-
metre one?” Tolchkov proudly said that he had used a normal one of
25 centimetres. '

Goriev rose to his full height and mared at pﬂﬂl‘ Vasya, “Get out nf
here! On a normal slide rule you can only calculate to three figures,
Postgraduate student Tolchkov had to change his academic supervisor
and transferred to Vulf. . -

In December 1932 I too became a postgraduate of the Electm—Mech—
anical Department .

For my victory in the “tournament of masters of the House of Scien-
tists” I was awarded a pass to a rest home (the first time that 1 had
visited such a place!)

Along with my senior comrade Rokhlin I got ready for the trip to the
 Caucasus, to Teberda. All this fitted in very well—I had to rest and pre-
pare for the next USSR Championship, the 8th.

Times were hard. The collective farms had not yet got on a ifirm
footing, food supply was not easy, there were rumours of an epidemic of
typhus. Mother did not want to let me go. However, my cheerful comp-~
anion talked her round. “There is an excellent defence against insects—
naphthalene. We will disinfect all the passengers.”

Rokhlin kept his word. I died laughing while he sprinkled himself,
me and fellow-passengers on the train, He would get into conversation
with them, sprinkle the naphthalene into their pockets, while all the time
with what sincerity he expressed annoyance, along with them, at the
unpleasant smell on the tram.
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We travelled as far as Nevinnomyssk without mishap. We were waiting

4t night for a connection to Batalpashinsk. We couldn’t get to sleep;

children who had turned black and wizened from hunger kept asking for
food. There was famine m the Xuban region. Our excitement had come
to an end, and we could not leok one another in the eye.

- From Batalpashinsk we travelled by bus and arrived at the KSU
(Commission for Assistance to Scientists) rest home in Teberda.

- Here were mountains, the cold river Teberda (I bathed in it, or more
accurately, plunged in and then retreated straight away), scientists,
artists, writers.

1 got to know Aseyev* and Kirsanov.¥ I was friendly with Aseyev
right to the end of his days (at that time he discerned something romantic
in me and cunningly squinting at me he christened me “a German poet of
the early mineteenth century™). Witty, lively, Klava Kirsanova won
everyone’s approval. She was about 25 and tuberculosis forced her to
spend the summer in Teberda. Four years later poor Klava was dead.
~ We played volley bali. Once I even made so bold as to clamber up on
a horse. The horse knew who it was dealing with (ust as Aseyev did)
and started to climb wphill. Like Father Varlaam in Pushkin’s “Boris
Godunov’ I realised that for my salvation I would have to ‘spell it out”
;:ind forced the horse to return. That was the end of my riding career.
~ Here in Teberda 1 thought for the first time about the preparation a
chess master must make, and never parted from my chess set. T worked
through opening variations, but still linked wp opening and middle game

badly. I went off to Leningrad with several of my ‘Teberdinsk’ schemes,

but they didn’t help much. As soon as the opening was over I was forced
to seek a plan from square one.

The 8th USSR Championship had a special significance. Players who
had begun their careers in the Soviet period first made their appearance
in the event in 1927, In the following Championship at Odessa, 1929,
I had *failed’ though the opposition was not the best available. In 1931
I.was fortunate enough to win the title, but not afl the leading represen-

| * Aseyev (1889-1963), futurist and patriotic poet. 7.
T Kirsanov (1906-1972), poet, winner of Stalin prize for poetry in 1951, T7.
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tatives of the pre-Revolutionary generation of masters took part. Now,
in 1933, all the strongest players had gathered in Leningrad for the
Championship. It was here in the halls of the Central House of Physkul-
tura Employees that the battle was to be decided between the older and
younger generations.

The tournament ended in complete victory for the young. One ccmld
not claim that the older generation had grown weaker ; no, ifs represent-
atives were around 40 years old. Yet the task set by Krylenko in the
1920s had been successfully carried out. A new generation of Soviet
masters had grown up.

At that time there was a good tradition: after each win a master had
to comment on it in front of the spectators, which always aroused great
interest.

Many spectators had gathered for my game with Levenfish. I adopted
one of my prepared lines, but my opponent complicated matters by his
clever play, and White hardly maintained equality. In the ending Leven-
fish committed two or three inaccuracies and when the game was adjourn-
ed I put my score sheet into the envelope with the winning move a4-as
written down on 1t.

During the break all the players had a meal in the House of Scientists.
Levenfish looked at his pocket set and loudly announced, “If ad-a5
is the sealed move then I resign.” I could not contain myself and nodded
my head (Jater onin similar circomstances I would have behaved differ-
ently, since such a suggestion involves breaking the secrecy of the
sealed move to some extent). We opened the envelope, shook hands and
then I went back to do my duty by going through the game for spectators
at the hall. -

In my joy I hardly noticed what was gnmg on amund me. With total
sincerity I criticised my own play and pointed out my opponent’s ships.
My friend Slava Ragozin was present and told me what happened (he was
not playing there as he came to the fore only six months later).

The session of play for the adjourned games had not yet begun, so not
only were spectators there, but also the participants both young and old.
They listened with respect, Levenfish included. As Ragozin excitedly put
it to me,” This was a creative ti'iumph for our generation.”
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Tt would seem that not only Ragozin was of this opinion after the

L  tournament. When I had played my last game I was introduced to Mikhail

Zoschenko.*

He was thin, taciturn, and sad eyes stood out against the fine swarthy
face surrounded by smooth black hair. It was not easy to believe that you
were in the presence of the author of amusing stories. He raised a blush
on my face by saying, “You will achieve a great deal in your life, and not
just in chess.” It would seem that he found little of amusement in me.
When I remember this nowadays I think to myself, “If I solve the problem
of an artificial chess player it will mean that Zoschenko was not wrong.”

B. P. Posern, an old Bolshevik and one of the leaders of the Party
organisation in Leningrad, was also present at the last round. The young

masters surrounded him and asked for help in organising events between

Soviet and foreign players; from 1925 onwards such contact had become
an insoluble problem. “Well,” he answered, “now this has some point
to it. We will back you.” Posern was close to S. M. Kirov.}

When T was working in the high-voltage Smurov laboratory I did not
reveal much ability. I was also considered a not very active member of
the Komsomol (Communist League of Youth. Tr.). Imagine the surprise

~of my comrades when the newspaper Komsomolskaya Pravda published

the fact that I was included in the invitation to twenty young representa-
tives of science, arts, culture and sport to attend the Fifteenth Jubilee
Plenum of the Central Committee of the Komsomol.

The Secretary of the Party Bureau of the laboratory Kolya Tarasov

{now a pensioner, formerly a member of the directorate of the Ministry

of Energy) looked at me with a fixed glance when he announced this
news. What was it he had not noticed in me before now?

The Jubilee was 1n the Bolshoi Theatre. Stalin was not there, he was
on holiday in the south. Members of the Politburo made speeches.

It was all very cordial and yet solemn. The Komsomol received 1ts due,
the mood was one of elation. Then there was a concert.

* Zoschenko (1805-1958), satirical writer. T,

+ Sergei Kirov (1886-1934), head of the Leningrad Party organisation, looked upon
as Stalin’s deputy. His murder (later attributed to Stalin) marked the start of the re-

- pression of the 1930s. 7.
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The day after next our group of twenty was 1nvited to a banquet 1n
the restaurant of the Metropole to meet the leaders of the Komsomol

Central Committee. A. V. Kosarev* sat opposite me. His sharp look and
determined cast of face made a striking impression. There were many
speeches. I can remember one of them. One of the people sitting near
Kosarev stood up and eloquently noted the merits of the Komsomol.
He concluded with a cunning laugh, “For all its triumphs the Komsomol
is indebted to our great leader and teacher Comrade... Kosarev!”
A guffaw arose, but the loudest laughter came from Kosarev himself. . ..
(The point of the story is that the traditional end to the speech should
rather have been Comrade Stalin. 77.)

What had been building up now came to fruition. Soon after the
Championship I was called to the phone by S. O. Weinstein, “Misha,
important news. Come round, I’m waiting for you.”

Weinstein, a man of 40 was balding, small eyes were hidden behind his
spectacles while a large and somehow multicoloured nose was an un-
attractive feature of his face. When he got excited he would shove his
right hand into his trousers and holding his waist would keep saying
“Sucha...,sucha...”

All his life was in chess. He was in effect editor of Shakhmatny Listok
(now Shakmaty v SSSR) from its very foundation, collected chess books
(his library was superb) and he had a large number of chess friends
abroad, so he was a link in the chain of contact between Krylenko and
foreign players.

Before the Revolution it was impossible to gain the master title in
Russia, so Russian players went to the Congresses of the German Chess
Union. Shortly before the outbreak of war in the summer of 1914 a
delegation of Russian players was at the Mannheim tournament, amongst
them Alekhine, Bogoljubow, Romanovsky, Selesniyev, 1. Rabinovich
and others (including Weinstein). The Germans interned them all
Alekhine feigned psychiatric iliness and he was allowed to return home
via Switzerland.* The remainder (apart from Bogoljubow and Seles-

* K ogarev, long-serving Komsomol! official, liquidated 1939. 7.
+ There are other explanations extant of this repatriation including the use of the

passport of a foreign friend and the influence of Alekhine’s rich aristocratic family. T'r.
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- niyev) returned to what was now Soviet Russia in 1918. Consequently

Weinstein had an excellent knowledge of German.

“Such a..., such a...” began Weinstein standing in his normal pose.
“P've had a letter from Counsellor Genevsky. Flohr is suggesting a match
with you.”

In fact Ilyin-Genevsky had already agreed matters with Flohr. He was

- counsellor of the Soviet Ambassador in Prague and naturally kept in touch

with Czechoslovak players, including the national champion. Salo Flohr
was always marked by an enterprising character. At that time he was the
chess hope of the West and was reckoning on an easy victory when he
made the suggestion of playing a match with the Soviet Champion.
Nowadays chess players know Flohr as a witty journalist, and that is
all, but m the 1930s players trembled before him and compared him
with Napoleon. His style of play was very original. Of modern players

the closest to him from a creative point of view is Petrosian and possibly

Karpov. Unfortunately, when Flohr passed the age of 30 he started to

 play less well. 1t seems his analytical powers waned and his capability

for seif-programming was not properly developed. After the Nazi occu-
pation Flohr came to the USSR and became a Soviet citizen.

Genevsky® now sent two letters, one to Krylenko and the other to
Weinstein for me.

Tlyin-Genevsky was an vnusual person. He was born in a noble family,
was excluded from his high school for revolutionary activity and forced

~ to go to Switzerland to complete his education. There he travelled all the

way round Lake Geneva on a bicycle, beat all his chess opponents in

~ Geneva and added the second part of his name. All this was described

by him in the remarkable book Nores of a Soviet Master. During the
First World War he was poisoned by gas, suffered shelishock and for a
time lost his memory. He had to learn to play chess again. After his time

" in the front line he developed a nervous twitch—he would rub his hands

together very very quickly with a swinging movement, while at the same
time making a spitting motion over his left shoulder. (This sometimes

- *Ilyin-Zhenevsky is the noymal spelling to indicate the Russian pronunciation.
The second part of the name was adopted when he was in exile in Geneva and part of

the Bolshevik underground. 77
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had an unpleasant effect on people who did not know him.) His character
was angelic and he was a surprisingly decent person. The only thing he

could not pardon was a bad attitude to chess. In 1925 he became a master

and several months later at Moscow he won a sensational game against
Capablanca. In 1941 he perished {from a German bomb at Novaya

~ Ladoga (by Lake Ladoga).

We had a friendly attitude towards each other, although once I did
him a really dirty trick. This was in Odessa during the 1929 Soviet
Championship. In the quarter-final Ilyin-Genevsky shared third-fourth
place, but on tie-break failed to qualify for the semi-final. Then Grigoriev
decided to put matters right. On behalf of the tournament committee he
assembled all the participants (of whom there were about forty) and
suggested including Ilyin in the semifinal provided there was not a single
objector.

- There was one objector, an 18-year-old youth who declared that the
rules were absolute law and could not be broken., Iyin left Odessa at once.
He never reproached me over this action; it seems he appreciated my
character. He was delighted with Flohr’s suggestion and behlieved the
Soviet Champion would win.

Then Leningrad representatives went to Moscow for a meeting of the
Chess Executive Committee of the VSFK (The Higher Council of Phys-
kultura). They came back and said that all the Muscovites were trying
hard to convince Krylenko that he should refuse the match and agree
to a tournament instead.

“Why 77, asked a pensive Krylenko. The explanation came that Bot-
vinnik was doomed in a match, whereas a tournament was a different
thing altogether, anything might bappen. Krylenko’s face hardened.
“It will be a match” he said, “We have to know our real strength.” The
matter was settled!

I prepared for the match in old Peterhof in the rest home for scientists.
At that time about 100 of Flohr’s games had appeared in print, and they
were all systematised by me. The opinion was current that Flohr was a
player of combinational bent, and played attacks superbly. It became
clear that all this was in the past. Flohr had already become a most
exact positional player and played the endgame very well. His opening
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' repertoire was very limited, which eased my opening preparation, I

naively thought that I had done my preparation well. Although this was

* not confirmed in practice, yet 1933 and particularly my match with Flohr

marked the birth of the new method of preparation. However, this method
came to maturity later!

Krylenko organised the match on a lavish scale. The Moscow half was
played in the Columnar Hall of the House of Unions. The players were

~ lodged at the Hotel National and we had an open account in the restau-

rant. Admittedly 1n accordance with my principles I fed economically,
but when we were paid a visit by a delegation of Pioneers* I ran up a hefty
bill.

. Flohr was amazed by all this and he seemed to think that Soviet chess
players always lived like this. “Youhave a fine belly,” he said to the dismay
of his companion Klava Kirsanova. (The confusion arose over the clos-
eness of Slavonic languages. The Czech word Zivor has the Russiarn equi-
valent zhizn in the meaning of ‘life’. In Russian zhivot means belly or
stomach. Tr.) -

The interest in the match was immense. The Hall of Columns was full
to overflowing, but the wider public was soon disillusioned, since Flohr
played with great ease and clearly dominated at the board.

In the very first game I was unable to exploit a prepared opening variation
since I had failed to prepare a correct plan to follow it up. I fell into a

masked trap when in time trouble and lost.

My old friend Model was summoned from Leningrad. I had worked
with this older master as early as 1927 during the Soviet Championship
in Moscow. He was accurate in his analysis of adjourned games, and

| - generally speaking was a fine analyst. In 1929-1930 the young people’s
| - -newspaper Smena in Leningrad had run a telephone simultaneous by X

(one move a day) against ten strong players of the city (including me).

X had made the marvellons score +7-0 = 3, Later on Model admitted
~ that he was X. Admittedly, at critical moments, he would visit his friends

and ‘help’ them to analyse, but this achievement by X-Model was really
exceptional. (Krylenko lanughed heartily when he heard of his escapades.)

* Pioneer—member of the Party organisation for youngsters of the 10-16 age
group, a sort of Boy Scouts, Girl Guide equivalent. 7. |
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Model was a bold versifier and decided to mark the outcome of the
first game:
Flor dovolyen kak ditya,
khodit imenninikom-—

v pervom ture on shutya
spravilsya s Botvinnikom.

Varyant Panova
navek razbit.

I moy Mishutka

vzdykhayet zhutko:

uzhell snova

ya budu bit?

Drozhat kolyeni,

potyeryan son

uzhel’ on genly, ~
a ya pizhon?

(Flohr is happy as a child, walks about on top of the world-—in the first round he
coped easily with Botvinnik. The Panov variation is shattered for ever, and my
dear Misha sighs in terror: wiil I be beaten again?

Knees are trembling, sleep is lost, can it be he’s a genius and I’'m a rabbit?)

The next two games were drawn. My mood improved, of course (and
not just mine). The fourth and fifth games also ended in draws, but in the
sixth a fresh blow of terrible force awaited me.

In the Krause variation of the Nimzo-Indian Defence I got a difficult
position, but the game came down to an ending. Carelessly I even offered

" Flohr a draw, but he had two bishops against two knights, and, most

important of all, a safe position. Black failed to cope with the difficulties
of the defence and Flohr recorded his second win. It seemed to be ali
over. Flohr was impregnable; the chess commentators ‘buried’ me and
made Flohr out to be a genius.

We travelled to Leningrad for the second haif of the match which was
to take place in the Large Hall of the Conservatoire.

On the ‘Red Arrow’ train Flohr walked to and fro in nervous fashion
around me, and finally suggested changing places. “Why?” “Well, you
are in seat number 13, my lucky number.”

Ah, so you are superstitious? Excellent! “No,” was my reply, “I too
am superstitious, and I won’t give up my seat.”

come along...’
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Leningrad. We get out on to the platform. Everybody runs past me
and surrounds the grandmaster. We go to the Hotel Astoria where I have
a large, cold and somehow uncomfortable room. What should I do?

Ring 82-58. “Mama, hello. You’ll feed me, won’t you?” “Of course,

b

So I am home, 88 Nevsky. A large communal flat, seven families shar-
ing. A narrow 10-metre-long room. When I do my morning exercises
I have to stand sideways—if the other way round my fingers would bang
against the wall. But here nobody could disturb me, not Flohr, not the
journalists, nor the fans. I have disappeared. Opposite on the Nevsky
lives Model, and I dash over there. Slava Ragozin 1s already there. They
have not deserted me.

Slava starts persuading me, “Misha, the opening variation of the first

‘game is very good. You just went wrong. Let’s have a look at it.” We

worked for several hours, but didn’t manage to finish. We decide not to
use it in the seventh game; everything should be ready for the ninth—we
must be absolutely sure. Flohr isn’t going to push hard, guite the reverse.
Two more quiet draws will convince him of his irnpregnability and his
opponent’s helplessness.

By the ninth game everything wasready. My mother and brother decid-
ed to come. We went there in a Lincoln. The hall was overflowing.

Flohr confidently repeated the moves of the first game, I adopted my
prepared line; the link between opening and middle game had been
established beforchand.
- 'The critical point of the game : will I find the strongest move Qhd-—this
was what interested everyone in the press room, but nobody believes in
me any more. “Obviously this is the strongest move,” says Leveniish,

“but will Botvinnik really decide on such a move?”

Of course T did decide on it. At this point of the match I was free from
constraint, and was concentrating. Flohr put up an inventive defence,
but could not save the game. There was a storm of applause. “Very

~well,” I thought, “now we shall see how psychologically stable you are.”

(See Game 2.)
Flohr did not prove to be stable. On the advice of Model and Ragozin
I used the Dutch Defence in game 10 with the Stonewall formation.
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I knew that Flohr had never had this line of play before, and White
has to play actively and skilfully against it. In this unfamiliar sitnation
Flohr played passively and let Black take the initiative. He made an
oversight and soon resigned. Now the score was 5-5. The ovation and
din in the hall was indescribable. Flohr is not a genius. The critics?
They quickly readjusted.

Yes, Flohr is not a genius, but a player of exceptional strength. He
played the eleventh game after a very hard simul” which went on long
after midnight. He was 1n a difficult position after the opening, but he
already knew that there was no retreat. To lose this game would
mean losing the match. He mustered his strength and cleverly got a draw.

There remained just one game. Through Weinstein as intermediary
Flohr sent the message that since the players had already shown approxi-
mate equality of strength he offered a draw in the twelfth game. Of course
I did not object, Could I have dreamt of a drawn match on the eve of
the ninth game? |
This was international recognition of the developing Soviet School in
chess. Krylenko, who could not hide his chagrin in Moscow, came to the
final banquet, |

The restaurant of the Hotel Astoria was packed full-chess players,
scientists, lawyers (the influence of Krylenko) and simply acquaintances.
The fare was excellent. Krylenko was satisfied—it was not for nothing
that nine years earlier he had come to be head of Soviet chess. With
his usual cloquence he expressed his inner thoughts. Then he looked at me
and continued: “In this match Botvinnik had displayed the qualities of
a real Bolshevik!” Well, welll What would Kolya Tarasov say now,
the person who never failed to reproach me when I missed a boring meet-
ing? Then the dancing followed. I danced with Galya Ulanova* (she
had been invited to the banquet by Rokhlin). “I never thought chess-
players danced,” shesaid. I could not say anything to her; she danced
the foxtrot badly. | |

I danced the foxtrot and Charleston at the level of professionals. For
many years I went to dance halls every Saturday with Nina Dityatyeva

* Galima Ulanova, famous prima ballerina of the Bolshoi Ballet from 1944. Made
her debut on the stage in Leningrad in 1928 at the age of 18. 7.
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(I was in the same class at school with her sister Lelka; she died along
with her frontier-guard husband on the very first day of the war). Nina

-was the one who had taught me how to dance. At first I couldn’t manage

the Charleston—it’s not so easy to turn with both legs at once. I employed-
some guile—I trained methodically for a couple of months in front of a .

mirror and created my own style whereby the legs work in sequence, but

it was practically impossible to notice. Nina immediately caught on to
the new system and at dances everyone watched our performance with
respect, naively thinking that this was the latest thing from the West. ..

The next morning I went to the Astoria to thank Krylenko and say
goodbye to him. Krylenko sat me down, took my photograph and later

sent me the photo as a memento.

When I was saying good-bye to Flohr he gave me a photo of himself
with a dedication “To the new grandmaster with best wishes for further
success.” It would seem I carried out his istructions. I became a grand-

-master only eighteen months later.

We accompanied Flohr to the station. He was to cross Europe by train

- to get to the Hastings tournament. No one thought that this tournament

would go down 1n history as marking the end of Alekhine’s superb string
of victories. In the seven years since he had taken the world title he had

not known a single reverse, but at Hastings he shared second and third
places, half a point behind Flohr.

The House of Scientists arranged a disputation on the creative results
of the match. Friends told me that I was going to be attacked by the

‘older generation’. That is how it was. Levenfish and Romanovsky, who

had lavished praise on Flohr after the Moscow half of the match, now
criticised me for the level score in the match, for my carefulness and the
abundance of draws.

I told the audience about the behind-the-scenes side of the match, about
the psychological side of the struggle, about Flohr’s impregnable style
and so on, At the end I could not restrain myself and recalied the result
of the Bogoljubow-Romanovsky match in 1924 (61-21). “Pyotr Arse-
nyevich,” I asked Romanovsky, “it would seem that you played correctly
then from the creative point of view. What sort of shape would Soviet
chess be in now iIf I had played against Flohr & la Romanovsky 7*°
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- About a month later (anunheard-of speed of production) a book of the
match appeared with my notes to the games. In an introductory article
I described my preparation. This was the first published work about the
method I was developing. The second account came five years later when
the method had been worked out in all its finer points. |

In conclusion, though, I had to swallow a bitter pill. The postgraduates
of the Electromechanical Department were the responsibility of Professor
- Tolvinsky, one of the leading specialists in electrical machines. At the
end of term he assembled the postgraduates in the large assembly hall
(later given the name of Academician Mitkevich) and summed up the
results of their work. “Everything has gone well, all the postgraduate
students have successfully fulfilled their plans, apart from two. One of
them was ill. The other one was called away for ... a public entertain~
ment!”

CHAPTER 3.

Postgmduate Study

MY POSTGRADUATE period dragged on. I was playing chess, but I passed
all my exams. Since the Institute had given me weak general preparation

-~ Goriev made me study mathematics and mechanics. Moreover, I had to
- pass 1n philosophy.

Everything was in order with mathematics. Professor Ivanov (the senitor
Professor who gave his lectures to us on the ground floor in the lecture
theatre which was later to bear his name) was pleased with me, gave me a

five,* and, when he knew to whom he had given it, he spoke flatteringly
| about chess.

With mechanics 1t was worse, but Professor Lurye, one of the leading
Soviet specialists in the field, had an affable attitude towards me. With
philosophy it was very bad; I flunked on the accidental and the necessa-
ry. Then I learned off by heart Engels’s definition (from The Dialectic

of Nature) and went to take the exam again.

“Well then, have you studied the question of the accidental and the
necessary” I rattled off the definition, but added honestly that 1 had not

“understood the sense of it. The philosophy lecturer, it seems, did not
- feel very confident himself about this *point, diplomatically gave me a
four and we parted on friendly terms.

One of the most significant tournaments of my pﬂstgraduate penod
was the Second Moscow International of 1935. The interest in it was
immense; on the first day about 5000 spectators turned up, but there was
little order. After that Kosarev, Secretary of the Central Committee of’

* Top mark in the school/academic marking scheme in the USSR. Tr.
4. 41
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‘the Komsomol, insisted that fewer spectators should be admitted. We
played amongst the sculptures in the Muscum of Elegant Arts (the
present-day Pushkin Museum), but this was not a bad idea. For sculp-
tures they always build halls with a high cubic capacity.

We stayed in the Hotel National, and I had a fifteen-minute walk to
the rounds—an excellent stroll. Once I finished up in an awkward position
because of this walk. Just before my game with Capablanca I was half-
way there when I remembered that 1 had left my playing spectacles in the
hotel. I hurried back for them and was about ten minutes late for the game.
Capa had an obviously offended look on his face, but when it was all
explained he smiled (he too already had playing spectacles by this time).

After the round the young players would show their games’to Lasker
and Capablanca, normally in the restaurant. At the start of the tourna-
ment I kept winning nearly all my games, and, when my game with Alator-
tsev endedin a draw, I kept asking Lasker where White had missed the
win. Lasker listened patiently to my comments, but finally flared up:
“What, you ought to win every game?”’

Lasker was 66 years old. He had a strong wise head... and a body
that was already weak. He played skilfully, avoiding complicated pos-
itions and exchanging pieces. He was good at this when he was young,
but in those days was not so keen to agree a draw. He went through the
tournament without a single defeat, a phenomenal achievement !

Capablanca was already ex-world champion (having yielded his place
on the chess Olympus to Alekhine) and this had wounded him. He played
some games with amazing mastery, but what struck me most was his
swift and accurate assessment of the endgame.

During the tournament there was an episode which was possibly not
much to my credit, but it bappened. . .. |

Lasker’s game with my friend Slava Ragozin was adjourned with
advantage to the old doctor, We ‘worked over’ the position conscienti-
ously, since there was a danger that Lasker would finish in first place!
Finally we found a draw ‘in all variations” but for safety’s sake we decided
to consult with Capablanca (who was also in contention with Lasker).
Obviously we ought not to have done this. Capablanca received us in his
hotel room. While I demonstrated the analysis to him he would nod his
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head with a half-smile, but suddenily he stopped me and claimed that

. White would lose a simple endgame position which Slava and I considered

quite defensible. Against Capa we could not save this ending! In the ad-

- journed session the game ended in a draw at once since Lasker overlooked

a clever trick.
Finally we got to the last round. Flohr and I were level, I had to play

Black against Rabinovich, Flohr had to play Alatortsev.

There was a knock at my door and Krylenko came in.

“What would you say,” he asked, “if Rabinovich were to lose to
you ?”

“If 1 realise that he 1s giving me the point then I will myself put a piece
en prise and resign the game on the spot.”

Krylenko looked at me with obvious friendliness. “Well, what should
be done?”

“I feel that Flohr himself wiil suggest that both games should be drawn,
after all he did something similar during our match.” Then I gave a cun-
ning laugh, “Moreover he might be frightened that Rabinovich will
‘throw’ the game.”

At that pomt Weinstein came in: Flohr was offering two draws.
Krylenko beamed. Rabinovich gave his assent, but Alatortsev jibbed at it.

“Let him play,” said Flohr “It will be a draw.”

Play began. Despite’s Krylenko’s ban on it I was the first to offer a

. draw.

Flohr’s task was more complicated, since Alatortsev had actually fallen
into a difficult position, but the honourable Flohr made a draw.

So Flohr and I were first with Lasker half a point behind. In the last
round he had scored a superb win against Pirc. Krylenko had consulta-
tions with the two ex-champions asking what would be their attitude if
Botvinnik was awarded the grandmaster title. Capa and Lasker were 1n

favour. I was against and stated that titles were not the point. -

My friends, chess players of GUUZ (the Main Directorate of Academ-
ic Establishments) of the People’s Commissariat of Heavy Industry,
made representations to Ordzhonikidze* about awarding me a car.

* Sergo Qrdzhonikidze, Commissar for Heavy Industry and an old friend of Stalin.
Died 1937 in suspicious circumstances. Tr.

AN
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This became known and some peopie tried to persuade Krylenko to
oppose this so as not to spoil Botvinnik: just imagine, both a prize
and a car! R

Krylenko hesitated, but still phoned Ordzhonikidze and explained
that there was money (the prize) for a car in the chess section. Would
Comrade Sergo give permission for purchase of a car?

Ordzhonikidze immediately sized up the situation. “Comrade Kiy-
lenko, I have both the money and a car. We shall decide this matter
ourselves.” As a result I became a car driver. Moreover, Ordzhonikidze
raised my postgraduate grant from 300 roubles a month to 500.

At the beginning of 1936 1 wrote a letter to Krylenko in which 1 analys-
ed the results of the 1935 international tournament and suggested a new
tournament in Moscow. The essential point was that the 1935 tournament
had included both strong grandmasters and comparatively weak masters.
It was hard to judge the genuine strength of players on the results of such
events. It would be a different state of affairs if only strong players took
part and the event was repeated—a so-called match-tournament. I further
proposed mviting five strong foreign grandmasters to the new event and
selecting the five best Soviet players, arguing that this would be a real
test of our strength and good training.

Obviously here too there were objections. It was easier to select ten to

twelve Soviet players than five—each master had his own supporters. -

However, as a rule, Krylenko did not take account of egotistical interests.
He sent me for negotiations to Kosarev—with the support of the Central
Committee of the Komsomol it would be easier to get authorisation for
the tournament (considerable expense was involved).

Kosarev received me straight away and after the necessary explanations'

announced his unconditional support. The permission of the government
was obtained, |

The players invited were Lasker, Capablanca, Flohr, Lilienthal and
Eliskases, and from the Soviet side four young players (Botvinnik, Rag-
ozin, Ryumin and Kan) as well as one from the older generation (Leven-
fish).

Unfortunately the tournament started later than envisaged, it was very
hot in Moscow in June and it was difficult to play. The event took place

Postgraduate Study 45

in the Hall of Columns of the House of Unions but, alﬁs, there was no air

- conditioning as yet in the hall and with more than enough spectators it

was hard to breathe. At night too it was hot, I got over-tired and for the
first time in my life I suffered from insomnia. Only the war cured me of this!

Still, I had to play chess. I had been away from practical play for more
than a year, but I was in an optimistic mood. Ragozin and I prepared
very well in the Zacherenye rest-home near Leningrad, and played good
training garaes.

In round 7 there was a catastrophe. 1 got a winning position against
Capa and on move 28 could have got an overwhelming material advan-
tage, but 1 fell into fume trouble and Capa punished me 1n accordance
with all the rules of the chess art. He became the sole leader. The remain-
der of the tense fight did not make any change in the 1 point margin be-
tween us (we both scored 8 out of 11) and the Cuban took first prize!

The day after my loss was a free day. In my grief I went to MKHAT

(the Arts Theatre) to see “The Marriage of Figaro’. The actors Androv-

skaya, Zavadsky and Prudkin performed with ¢élan. I rocked with laughter
and my cares were forgotten. During the interval I heard a male voice

- behind me, “Botvinnik is sitting in front of you.” and then in answer,

“But helost vesterday, howcan he go tothe theaire ?”” from some surprised
schoolgirl.

This time the Soviet participants played better than in 1935. The
foreign players did not demonstrate any obvious superiority and the test
was a serious one. The aim of the contest was achieved—confidence in the
strength of Soviet players was established and one counld look to the future
with hope.

That is the way that young players should act if they want to progress;
they should not go chasing after material benefits, but rather after hard
events. Now there was another tournament. The English had acted in
good time. It was already known 1n the winter of 1935 that there would be
a tournament at Nottingham. When they had collected the tournament
fund, or simply speaking the money, they sent out the invitations. I got
an invitation in the winter of 1936.

The question of my participation did not raise any doubts with Xryl-
enko as I already had successes in international events. Krylenko got
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everything cleared early on, got the necessary permission and sent a
favourable reply to England. Only one thing worried himn—what should
he do to help the Soviet champion to succeed.

Chess players both feared and loved Krylenko. He was abrupt, acted
in direct fashion, but fairly, and when necessary, delicately and in very
subtle fashion. At meetings of the Executive Comumittee of the Chess
Section of the All-Union Physkultura Council he did not impose his will,
but he showed his power when he realised that sectional interests were
taking over. He often conducted meetings standing as if to compensate
tfor his lack of height. A shaven head with sharp facial features, penetrat-
ing eyes, fluent careless speech with aristocratically burred pronunciation
of the letter ‘r’, invariably dressed in service jacket-and leggings—this was
the exterior of one of Lenin’s popular comrades-in-arms. By this time
Krylenko was widely known in foreign chess circles as the 1925, 1935
and 1936 Moscow mternattonal tournaments were all played under his
direction.

“Nikolai Vasiliyevich, would it be possible to send my wife with me?”
This was a difficult business. At that time people rarely went abroad,
and as for their wives, that was out of the gquestion.* But Krylenko had
seen that when my wife came to Moscow for the last rounds of the 1936
tournament my results had improved.

At the start of July I was summoned to Moscow. “I have phoned
Comrade Kalinin (Head of State. 7r.) and explained everything and

Mikhail Ivanovich has given a positive decision to the question”, said

Krylenko as if by the way. Then I was handed straight away passports,
tickets and currency. It was a sizeable sum of money, a travelling allow-
ance and something hke £100 sterling, just like the People’s Comimissars
got. All this, of course, had been lobbied for by Krylenko.

At that time banquets were arranged on any pretext—they were for-
bidden later on. Although there was still a fortnight to go before I went
abroad a farewell supper was arranged for about twenty people at the
National!

* Soviet plavers have hardly ever been authorised to go abroad with their wives,
Botvinnik and Petrosian being the exceptions. Spassky’s wife came out to Iceland at
the halfway stage of the 1972 match with Fischer. 77,
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Next to Krylenko sat a young-looking and affable comrade. It turned
out that this was the Deputy Director of Agitprop* of the Central Com-
mittee of the Party, Angarov. When he wished me goodbye in a cordial
fashion Krylenko asked Angarov to drive me to the Leningrad station.
While we were going along in Angarov’s official car, a Buick, he contin-
ued discussing the forthcoming tournament.

“What a terrible thing, chess ! he finished up exclaiming.

“Why?”

“Well here we are wanting to help you,” he said sadly, “yet how can
we do this?” We laughed and shook hands.

As always there were more than enough forecasts before the event,
and they were basically pessimistic. Levenfish, for example, made a bet
that Botvinnik would finish no higher than fourth, and in any event,
would be below Bogoljubow. Only one far-sighted person made an accur-
ate forecast (shared first place between Capablanca and Botvinnik)}—this
was Ilyin-Genevsky.

It was a hot July day and we had left our raincoats at home. We
suddenly remembered about them when a storm arose in the Gulf of
Finland. It grew colder and the motor ship Siberia rolled about in the
waves when we were already well out of Leningrad. This vessel was
built in the Baltic yards with a displacement of just 6000 tons and a speed
of 12 knots. (In the Great Patriotic War it was fitted out as a hospital
ship and was soon sunk by the Fascists.) |

At that time the ship made direct trips to London the whole journey
lasting four and a half days. The vessel was jam-packed with passengers.
Here there were foreigners and Soviet citizens, emigrants from the count-
ries where Fascism had triumphed and rich tourists. There was a large
group of Soviet electrical engineers who were setting off for six months,
practical work in England. Amongst them was a woman engineer from
Kharkov and a middle-aged English couple kept asking my wife, “How
is it possible that a wife can leave her family for six months? Would

your busband let you go for such a long time ?”’ The English intelligentsia
had their own ideas about life.

* Agitprop—Agitation and Propaganda Section, responsible for spreading Party
propaganda amongst the masses. Tr.
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We passed calmly through the Kiel Canal, though there already was a
feeling of tension—the Civil War was on in Spain. Children shouted
“Heil Hitler” at us from the banks. They fell silent with surprise when
anti-Fascist emigrés replied, “Heil Moskan.”

We sailed through the North Sea. Captain Sorokin invited us to his
cabin. Everybody in the Soviet Union knew about the tournament in
Nottingham and the sailors were no exception. A lighthouse appeared
on the horizon. “That 1s Sunk”, explained the captain.” It’s already the
English coast, but you can sleep soundly, we only go mto the Thames
with the high tide, as we won’t be in London earlier than 8 a.m.”

We woke up due to the thunder above our heads. There was already
life on deck, although it was not yet 6. It turned out it was London—the
tide was early.

We finished our journey in good order. How different it had been two
years earlier when I travelled to Hastings all the way through Europe in
a sitting compartment with several changes of train! I was so worn out
that sitting on the deck of the Ostend-Dover boat I had slept like the
dead. I had woken up when the boat was already moored. I took my
luggage and went with the other passengers to the passport control.
My turn came, but a tall bobby kept trying to tell me something after he
had looked at my red leather passport. At that time English was double
Dutch to me. Finally he took me on one side and started letting the other
passengers through. What should I do? This way I would miss the Dover
to London train.

In this difficult situation I had a happy thought. I took out my invit-
ation from the Hastings Chess Club. The picture changed at once!
The bobby took a form and filled it in for me (this 1s what I was missing—
on board ship they had offered me some sort of card, but I bad unwisely
refused it!) Then with a bow he walked several paces with me and indic-
ated where my train was waiting. The passengers looked on with respect—
they probably thought that in the shape of this young man was some
big noise. It was quite simply that the officer was a chess fan!

There were several days before Nottingham began; this time I had
arrived early. In January 1935 in the self-same London I had wvisited
Lasker and discussed my bad result in the Hastings tournament. When
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Lasker found out that I had arrived in Hastings two hours before the:
first round began he shook his head. “For acclimatisation you should
arrive about ten days before...” Krylenko had applied the ex-champ-
lon’s advice this time. Although I was hurrying to Nottingham I had
to get some clothes for my wife and we spent a day in London. I came to-
our Embassy as 1f it were my home: after the Hastings tournament the.
Maisky’s received me as if a son. Ivan Mikhailovich Maisky was Ambass-
ador in London for many years including the difficult war years. I fully
appreciated Maisky and his wife Agniya Alexandrovna when they sup-
ported me quietly and cordially after my setback at Hastings. At that
time M. A. Sholokhov* was in London and in the interesting conversation,
I forgot about my sorrows.

This time Ivan Mikhailovich was on holiday back home and the:
counsellor’s wife took us under her wing.

My wife was already fixed up with hats—the hat shop of Sophie Lap-
idus was popular in Petrograd even at the time of NEP (New Economic
Policy—the period of the early and mid-1920s when the more rigorous.
controls on trade and profit were relaxed, and private enterprise was.
permitted. 7r.). Now she worked from an atelier at No. 12 Nevsky
(this atelier was well known in Leningrad under the name of ‘death to-
husbands’) and had made two enchanting creations for my wife. We
simply had to buy a costume for her though. We went to a department
store (Selfridges, I think) driven in the Ambassador’s car by an English.
chauffeur. At that time the trade unions insisted that the Soviet Embassy
took on local drivers to cut down unemployment.

“The two piece is very good,” said our companion, and the young
lady sales assistant nodded her head in assent. “Put it by, please, and we
will call in later.” Our guide decided that we should look for something
more elegant. We decided to drive to another shop, went out to the street,.
but there was no car waiting. The driver had gone off for lunch at 12
o’clock m accordance with his conditions of employment.

We went round about ten shops, but the ‘two piece’ was out on its.

* Writer, winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature, author of The Quiet Don,
etc. Tr.
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own. We went back to Selfridges where we had to tear our sympathetic
assistant from her cup of tea—nobody ¢lse knew where the costume was.
For a few minutes mutual expressions of thanks rang out in the air,
everybody smiled and for five pounds my wife became the owner of an
elegant beige costume. It never wore out, and twenty years later our
daughter was still wearing it when she went on holiday walking tours.

We boarded an express train which was to make just one stop en
route, at Kettering. It rocked about with frightening force as it went
along the track right next to houses and trees with no safety zone in
between; through the windows everything flashed by. My wife became
slightly disturbed. A middle-aged Englishman who was sitting opposite
gave her moral support, “Yes, it’s a very fast train. . .”

Two hours later we were in Nottingham at the Victoria Station. The
hotel of the same name was right by it.

We were given a smart room. Disregarding my wife’s advme I turned
down full board. It’s no joke paying at three times the rate for the two
of us to stay a week, quite contrary to my principles. We went to have a
meal nearby at the ‘Milton’ cafe. We ordered and started eating. However,
when the spinach started crunching on our teeth (or rather not the spin-
ach, but the sand on it) my wife asked, “Possibly we should take our
meals in the hotel?”’ There they fed us superbly, so the People’s Commis-
sar rates of expenses came in handy!

The next day we were told that Mr. Derbyshire, President of the Nott-
inghamshire Chess Association, had invited us to spend a whole day
at his country estate Rempstone Hall. His son called for us in his sports
car. He drove at a furious pace with the noise of shingle spurting under
the wheels. A thick layer of this fine stone covered all the roads on the
£state,

The house was an old building and Derbyshlre it seems, had only
recently acquired it. We were introduced to the master of the house who
was due to celebrate his seventieth birthday in a few days time. His wife
was about fifteen years younger than him, and his mother-in-law was 82.
This sympathetic grandmother straight away fell in love with my wife.
The questions came thick and fast: “Which church were you married n?
Is it true that in the USSR they take the children away from their parents?
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Is that hat really from Moscow? What, you dance in the ballet?” and
S0 On.

Derbyshire showed us one of his chess trophies—superb Staunton
pieces kept in a glass case. Fifty years previously at the Nottingham
Chess Congress he had won first prize in one of the subsidiary tourna-
ments. To mark the anniversary he had decided to run an international
tournament with the participation of four world champions: Lasker,

Capablanca, Alekhine and Euwe. Derbyshire had announced that he

would contribute half the tournament fund if the other half could be
collected from amongst British chess supporters. This was duly done and
now the tournament was about to start.

The host’s wife sat at the wheel of her car (the gear lever was on the
wheel, a rare feature at that time), next to her was my wife, while Derby-
shire and I were 1n the back. We drove to an annual {éte organised by a
local landlord. There was no end to the number of cars there, some
people climbed on to the roof of their car to watch the spectacle mn the
fresh air. However, Derbyshire led us to the terrace of the house where
the select company was gathered. A huge bobby stood on duty with his
back to us, legs apart, blocking the entrance, Derbyshire tapped him on
the shoulder with his cane. The policeman unhurriedly furned round,
recognised a member of the local magistracy, and allowed us to pass.
When Derbyshire presented us to anyone he always added, “staying at
the Victoria Station Hotel”. This indicated that we were well-to-do
people and explained our presence on the terrace.

We returned to Rempstone Hall and settled down to dinner. We were

*having chicken. Everything went well, but for the fruit course (grapes the
- size of apples—from the local greenhouse) we were provided with silver

bowls of water on which small flowers were floating. We decided to wait

" and see what the others would do with them. A triflin g matter —it turned

out you rinsed your fingers in the bowl after eating.
Then a polite good-bye and we were driven back in the host’s immense

limousine. It was good that there were a few more days to go to the
 towrnament, and 1 could concentrate on the main thing—the chess!

Gradually the other players turned up. Emmanual Lasker had not
stuck to his normal rule and arrived later than me. He was almost 68
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years old—a great deal, or not so much, all depending upon how a
person looks, and what work capacity is there. Lasker looked badly,
and moved with difficulty. It looked as if he had no teeth, since some-
times his nose, looking like an eagle’s beak, almost came down to his
chin. At the board, however, he was cold-blooded and far-seeing. Re-
cognising that his strength was ¢bbing he normally played for simplif-
ication and did not object to draws.

When Lasker saw Bogoljubow with the Berliner Tageblatt he became
animated and became engrossed in reading it himself. A photographer
came up and asked Lasker to pose for him. Lasker, made a show of
throwing the paper to one side, declaring “I can’t be photographed with
a Fascist newspaper.” In Nottingham, as at the 3rd Moscow Internation-
al tournament, Lasker did not have much success, but he had a conside-
rable mfluence on the course of the struggle here. For a long time world
champion Euwe was in the lead and I could hardly keep up with him.
At this critical moment Lasker came unexpectedly to my room. “I am
living 1n Moscow now” (Lasker lived in Moscow for three years after the
Moscow tournament®), he announced solemnly, “and as a representative
of the Soviet Union I consider 1t my duty to play for a win tomorrow
against BEuwe, since I am White...”

I waved my hands and said, “What’s this, my dear doctor, if you
make a draw that would be fine.”

Lasker gave a sigh of relief, “Well, that’s a simple matter,” he saxd,
and shook hands before going. The next day Euwe, in going for a win 1
a level ending, overlooked a tactical finesse and lost.

By this time Capablanca was not so handsome as in his youth. He had
filled out a little, and the sparser hair had flecks of grey. Yet he was still
charming. The summer of 1936 was the high point of his later chess
activity, and not just the chess. He was attracted at the time by the
widow of a2 Russian emigré, Olga Chegodayeva, ¥ whom he subsequently
married. In Nottingham he sometimes appeared in her company.

Capablanca was not professionally involved in chess. His talent was so

*1.e, from 1935. Tr.

t The first draft of the memoirs (1971) described her as widow of a White Guard
pilot officer. Tr. -
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great that he was confident in himself, confident that he would always
react correctly in the situation he found himself in. In his youth that was

‘the case, but with the inevitable fading of his analytical powers Capa

started to think about chess not only during a game.

During tournaments he examined the opening systems adopted and
found new ideas. The orthodox Capa changed for the better; he managed
to find much that was interesting in the Nimzo-Indian Defence, in the Reti

- Opening, n the Sicilian Defence and so on.

Nottingham was just the tournament for Capablanca. The quicker

time limit (36 moves in two hours), the tight schedule (the absence of

adjourned games days), all favoured him since it reduced the significance
of preparation and increased that of mastery at the board in which the
Cuban excelled. In our game at Nottingham when a draw was already
obvious I carelessly exchanged pieces and offered a draw in a queen and
pawn endgame. Capa refused at first, and to my horror 1 realised that I
stood worse and faced an uphill struggle to draw. Possibly the young
Capablanca would have started playing for a win, but the middle-aged
Capa thought a little and then accepted the draw. Then we analysed the
game and Capa gave me a lesson in queen endings. With what mastery he
centralised his queen and king, not worrying about the loss of a pawn.
However, it seems I defended satisfactorily since after half an hour Capa
extended his hand: “Yes, a draw was inevitable!”

“You couldn’t have won”, I said (he flared up at once). “I am 25 years
old today.” Capa beamed and gave a sweet smile. Generally speaking
the Cuban was a very worthy sportsman, but he did not refuse any acci-
dental opportunities. Thus, his game with Vidmar, in which the Yugoslav
was White , was put off because of Vidmar’s idisposition. True, when I
went into the restaurant after the round I saw Vidmar eating with a good

“appetite, although we had been told that the professor had an upset

stomach. The postponed game was due fo be played on a rest day, but
Capa refused point blank: “I did a favour for a colleague who was unwell;
surely Vidmar must understand that it 15 out of the question to cancel a
date with a lady 7 As a result the game was played off at the end of the

tournament when the Yugoslav’s affairs were in 2 bad way, and he lost
1t without a fight.
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S0, the last round. Capa and I were level. 1 was playing a weaker
player, Winter; Capablanca—with Bogoljubow. After a few moves had
been made Capablanca put his arm round me and westrolled together
round the hall. “You have a good position, and I have too,” he said.
“Let us both have a draw and share first place.” Well, I thought to my-
self, you are a cunning one. Winter 1s no Bogoljubow. So I parried the
blow by saying, “Of course I am prepared to accept your offer, but what
will they say in Moscow?” Capa just raised his arms wide.

Yet I had made a great mistake. First of all I had played a punishing
game against Euwe till very late the night before; secondly the last round
started early in the morning and a change of routine is an unpleasant
business. With each move I kept losing more of my advantage, and in the
adjourned position would have to lose a pawn. The instinct of a practician
prompted me to offer Winter a draw. He of course accepted.®

How was Capablanca getting on? Alas, he was the exchange up.
My wife was 1n tears. “Why are you crying 7’ “Now that the tournament
is over I can cry...” “You know, the break is already over, let’s go and
see, possibly Bogoljubow has held on.”

We went over to the demonstration board—the position was an obvious
draw. At the board Capablanca and Bogoljubow were already analysing
the endgame. I complimented Capa and thanked Bogoljubow.

“What’s this?” said Bogoljubow with an expansive gesture of his
arms, “I wanted to win it, but I couldn’t.” Bogoliubow showed himself
a true sportsman. He appreciated the fact that I did not single him out
(just as was the case with Alekhine too) amongst the other players.¥

During our game Bogoljubow did not press his clock button hard
enough, so my clock did not start. I drew his atiention to this straight
away. -

Once Bogoljubow announced to his partners in a game of cards,
Vidmar and Tartakover, “You are all patzers. I lose to you just by
chance.” Then he saw me and added, “But to him--not by chance.”

Al
* Winter was a committed Communist, and his acceptance of a draw in a favourable
ending was interpreted in an unfavourable way in English chess circles. Tr,
1 As players who had emigrated (or stayed abroad) without permission the two
were reviled in the Soviet press as ‘renegades’ and so on. TF.
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Yefim Dmitriyevich and I parted in friendly fashion. He had, alas,
become thoroughly German, spoke Russian with an accent, and even
laughed in a German way.

But back to Capablanca. Both of us were friendly with Prokofiev.
Capa was acquainted with the famous composer from as long ago as
his period in Paris. I knew him from Moscow after his return to his
native land. Naturally at the end of the tournament I got a telegram of
congratulation from Sergey Sergeyevich. I saw Capablanca just as the
porter handed me the telegram, and I showed 1t to him. Capablanca
went pale and gave a twisted smile. What a real insult, Prokofiev had not
congratulated him. Two hours later Capablanca sought me out and,
beaming, showed me his telegram. Obviously Prokofiev had sent both at
the same time, but the telegraph people in Moscow had decided that the

-congratulations of the great composer should be received first by the

Soviet player. |

The next day was the day of departure, and I was settling up the bill
for the last week’s stay in the hotel. “Excuse me,” said Capablanca,
curious, “what is it that you are paying for ?° I explained that the tourna-
ment commitiee was only paying for me, but that I was paying for my
wife. Capa was amazed. The point was that the foreign competitors who
had come with their wives were enjoying full hospitality. The foreign
grandmasters, in addition, were getting £100 each, and the world champ-
ions—£200. Capa knew that I was getting nothing, but the fact that 1
was paying for my wife, and also for a room with a bath (the tournament
committee was paying me for a room without bath) exasperated him.
He raised a fearful hullabaloo and fell upon poor Vera Menchik-Steven-
son since she was the wife of the tournament treasurer Stevenson.™ Up
came the distraught treasurer and as a result my money for the last
week was returned to me—Capa was happy.

Alekhine seemed nervous when we were introduced. I pretended not to
notice anything. He was thin, jerky in his movements, and his eyes
flickered from side to side. He was still drinking, and lost to Reshevsky

* In a letter to the magazine Chess, March 1972 number, W. Ritson Morry points
out that Miss Menchik did not marry R. H. S. Stevenson till after 1936. Tr.
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only becanse he drank a whole bofttle of wine over dinner when the game
was adjourned. Yet he was a Chess Player with capital letters.

Our genuine introduction to each other took place at the chess board.
In a variation of the Sicilian Defence Alekhine had prepared a very
dangerous Iine. It was not in accordance with my principles to avoid my
own variations and Alekhine managed to make use of his ‘home-brewed
recipe’. He was a shrewd psychologist and knew how important it was to
exert moral pressure on the opponent, so right up to the critical moment
he played at lightning speed, circling round the board (and his prey) and
sitting down at the board only for a moment in order to make his move
quickly. He had to try and suggest to his opponent that in the quiet of
his study everything had been worked out to the end and resistance was
therefore useless.

I thought for about twenty minutes and found salvation. True T had
to sacrifice two knights, but a draw by repetition of moves was guaranteed.
I sacrificed the knights, but before repeating moves I thought a little—
there was no risk for me any longer. My goodness, what came over
Alexandr Alexandrovich. He had overlooked Black’s counter-play in his
analysis, and when T started thinking he decided that there must be some-
thing else he hadn’t seen since I was in no hurry to force the draw.
His tie became undone, his button-on collar curled up on one side, his
thinning hair became dishevelled. When we agreed to a draw he became
marginally calmer, but then straight away took on a pose, and claimed
that he had found the whole lin¢ at the board. I was already an old hand,
and obviously didn’t believe him. (See Game 3.)

Alekhine was well disposed towards me. After the tournameni he
forecast great success for me in the Manchester Guardian. “Botvinnik has
a feeling for danger™, he wrote.

Alekhine played certain games at Nottingham with great force, for
example a technically difficult game with world champion Euwe was
superb.

Max Euwe was 35 years old. He came with his wife Caro and the four
of us occupied the same table 1n the restaurant as long as Euwe was
tournament leader. When the leadership passed te me the Dutchman sat
at another table.

o el | e A 5 e, e R R
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Dr. Euwe had already begun to study Russian then. Once Bogoljubow
was going past us. Euwe called him over and said in Russian “Ya khochy

- uchitsa govorit’ po-russki” (I want to learn to speak Russian). Bogo-

Hjubow waved his hand dismissively: “All the same you won’t learn.”
“Shvinya’* was the doctor’s answer.

Nowadays Professor Fuwe is an exceptionally delicate and sensitive
person, but then, because of his youth, he was sometimes intemperate.
‘"The champion of Nottingham was a certain Haddon who had a sword
scar on his cheek. “Anything at all, only not war,”” was what he used to
say. Haddon was an engineer at the well-known chemical firm ‘Boots’.
‘He had a good standard of living and had a standard two-storey house
with garage and rear garden in the suburb of Silverhill. T He had a fox
terrier which looked as if it had just jumped out of the pages of Jerome
K. Jerome.

“We don’t have many dogs like that in the USSR™, T said to him.

“Yes,” commented the world champion in passing, “you ate all your

dogs long ago.” I looked so put out by this remark that the doctor ap-

~ologised straight away and we were reconciled.

May the professor, who is my close friend, pardon me, but at that
time not everything was in order with the young world champion with
regard to sporting ethics. In the penultimate round we played a tense
game. 'the initiative was on the side of the champion, but I managed to
adjourn the game in a fairly level ending. In my analysis I satisfied myself
that it was a draw, and since the last round was early the next morning
I decided to offer a draw to conserve my energy.

“Yes, of course,” was the doctor’s answer to me, “but how did you

propose drawing it ?”’

I understood that the draw was accepted once my opponent was int-
erested in my analysis and I showed the prepared variations to the champ-

lon. Then, without saying a word, Euwe took my pocket set and dis-
appeared.

* Le. the Russian word for ‘pig’ or ‘swine’ but with 2 German pronunciation “sh’
instead of ‘s’ (cf. Schwein). Tr. -

T k.. Whyld has established that the house was called Silverhill and was located in
the suburb of Mapperley. Tr.

5
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I started to feel nervous: what does all this mean ? Five minutes before
the resumption of play Euwe gave me the set back, saying, “I'm very
sorry, but my last hope for first prize lies in winning this game.” Play
began and two moves later the opponent corrected his mistake by offering
a draw, but I shook my head in refusal. In the end it was a draw, but I was
close to losing it!*

In those days Buwe played with great force and was a worthy champ-~
ion. Anyone could have lost a match to the Alekhine of 1937 (when he
had completely re-established his competitive form).

Sir George Thomas was fully in the style of the heroes of Dickens—
grey, tall, slow-moving, with a moustache, an invariable gentle smile
and slightly thrown-back head.

He seemed quite well-off since his old car, trimmed with red wood,
had its own driver-—he gave me a lift once after a game, from the univ-
ersity where we played, back to the hotel. When British players had to get
together half the tournament fund Sir George gave fifty simultaneous
exhibitions to help raise the money. Like all four Englishmen he had
little success in the tournament, but fought to the end. We had a pretty
curious adjourned endgame in connection with which Capablancahad
some hopes, since I had lost my previous game with Thomas at Hastings.
When we got back to the hotel Capa was playing cards, but catching
sight of Thomas threw a questioning glance at him. “There was nothing
to be done”, indicated Sir George with a wave of his hands and the card
game was renewed. Thomas died when he was over 90.

One other Englishman, Tylor, a very eloquent lawyer, was blind.
During play he suffered away; as I remember it he incessantly fingered a
special set of pieces, and he also had a device for counting the number of
moves made.

The political situation was very unpleasant then; the British press was

* When an extract from the initial draft of the memoirs appeared in the magazine
Chess in 1971 Dr. Euwe reacted (see Chess, March 1972) with a denial of this story of
the adjourned game, attributing it to a misunderstanding because of the language
barrier, and saying that Botvinnik had authorised him to publish this rebuttal. Ne-
vertheless Botvinnik gives the same version in the 1978 memoirs of whlch this is the
transiation. 7T¥.

- press was: “
- he replied with the question ‘And what do you say about the result of the

- this.
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conducting -an intensive anti-Soviet campaign.* A counsellor at our
Embassy said to me, “It’s a good thing that the tournament has finished
so well. We'll arrange a reception for the players so that something good

. _can be written about the Soviet Union.”

The reception took place and Lasker, Capa, Flohr and Vera Menchik

- were there That is when they took the photograph showing me standing
- with Lasker and Capablanca; we are drinking tea and lavghing at

something. However, the aim was not achieved. What appeared in the
When we asked the counsellor about the political situation

Nottingham tournament? ” The counscllor was very distressed about
We travelled to Paris with Moussouri. Moussouri was a Greek subject,

but lived in Moscow and worked on the chess newspaper 64; he also
composed problems. When Krylenko received permission in Moscow to

- issue a special bulletin devoted io the tournament he had to send a cor-

respondent urgently to Nottingham. It was simplest to do this by sending
Moussourt since he was a foreigner. So Moussouri was in Nottingham

-~ where he worked tirelessly sending a 1ot of material to Moscow. When

Capa travelled to London by train with us Moussouri per suaded the
Cuban to dictate the notes to two games.

In Paris we spent the night at the Embassy and early next morning a

TASS correspondent turned up to interview me. “What can you say

about being awarded an order 7’ asked Comrade Palgunov (later to be
general director of the news agency). “What order ?” “What, don’t you
know that you have been awarded the order *“Mark of Honour’?” This
was a great honour!

- We took a train in the morning and by evening we were in Berlin.

.- Here too we spent the night at the Embassy. The next day there was a

celebration dinner with the ambassador Surits. For some reason every-

- #*The Nﬂttmgham tuurnament ran fram 10th August to 28th August. The Spamsh

- Civil War had broken out on 18th J uly. On 19th August the show trial opened in Mos-

cow of Zinoviev, Kamenev and fourteen others charged with plotting with Trotsky,

murdering Kirov and attempting to murder others such as Stalin. All. mxteen were
condemned to death on 24th August and shot the next day. 7.
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body else there kept silent and concentrated on eating, while the ambass-
ador was animated and told us about this and that: that Nemirovich-
Danchenko® is taking a cure somewhere near Berlin and has been follow-

ing the tournament closely through the emigré newspaper Posledniye

Novosti (the chess column of which was run by master Evg. Znosko-

Borovsky who has been present at the tournament). There were various
stories, amusing tales and so on from the ambassador. Sometimes Surits
would ask me a question, but I had hardly had time to open my mouth
before he rattled on about something else. Then I realised why everybody
kept quiet and I settled down to eating.

From there onwards events speeded up. At Negm*eloye I was met by
journalists and photographers, at Minsk there was a huge crowd of
chess players on the station platform and at Moscow a formal meeting on
the square outside the Bielorussia Station. Then an evening party at the
Green Theatre, another party at the Central Institute {Jf Aero-Hydrﬂ—
Dynamics and the leading article in Pravda.¥ -

Krylenko received me, was very pleased and asked me in detail about
the tournament. “We sent your letter addressed to Comrade Stalin
straight away to his dacha, and a resalutmn was passed immediately
*to be published’,” said Krylenko. -

Actually Krylenko organised all this. At that time everybody wrote
letters to Stalin about their achievements. Krylenko had studied me thor-
oughly and realised that I would not write a letter myself out of modesty,
yet the absence of a letter might do harm to chess. When I was still in
I.ondon I was called to the telephone by D. Ginsburg, a reporter on 64,
“We have received your letter,” he said, “but all the same it may be that
you have some corrections so I will read it out to you.” Naturally I
guessed what was up, heard him out’ and said that it was all in order,
there was nothing to change or add. Then the letter was sent to Stalin.

* Nemirovich-Danchenko, famous theatrical impressario, founder of the Moscow
Arts Theatre (1889), associate of Sta,mslavsky the nngmatur of the Method schnnl nf
acting. Tr.

+ A long article in Pravda, 29th August, which mantmned the role of chess in c:ultural
education and logical thinking, pointed out that Marx and Lenin had devoted time
to the game and claimed “The USSR is becoming the classical land of chess.” Tr.
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- ers...”, here he faltered a little, “
ution.” High praise indeed!

changed. Moreover. .
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. In those days orders were presented at sessions of the Praesidium of
..~ the Central Executive Committee of the USSR. Kalinin was on holiday

and Comrade Chervyakov was presiding. First of all he congratulated

 alarge group of military personnel and presented the decorations to them.

Then Krylenko appeared behind the Praesidium table and it was my

. turn. The presiding officer started to talk about me, explaining why the

government had decided to mark my achievements, and then declared,
“Botvinnik 1s awarded this order because his success at Nottingham furth-

. .the cause of the Socialist revol-

Three weeks later, after a rest, I set to work on my candidate’s dis-
sertation,

At the end of September 1936 I went to the flat of my supervisor
GDI‘IEV with the topic suggested by Schedrin—a study of the stability of

- . a synchronous machine withregulation of the field voltage according to
- the phased angle -of the armature circuit. Goriev looked at me over his
© . spectacles, listened to me attentively, spent some time in far-away con-
- templation, stroked his hair, stood up (the terrier stood up t00), took one

of his manuscripts from a shelf and quietly said: “Here the problem is

- solved without regulation of the excitation. Solve your problem by the
- same method.”

I thanked him and left.
I came again a month later. 1 had been working twelve hours a day.

- My wife and mother had been going on at me. There were many sheets

of paper covered with writing , but the solution was laid out on a few
pages.

“Incorrect,” said Goriev, “This cannot be. The magnetic flux cannot be
*” Here he jotted down the terms of the expression
of moments mvﬂlved in the regulation, and to hxs surprise discovered that

-~ the remainder comncided with his solution.

- He started thinking for a while with dropped jaw, then grew animated,
banged his fist on the table (the terrier started barking) and said: “Now

o - prove experimentally that the formulae reached are correct and the dissert-

ation is ready.” |
He fixed a triumphant gaze on me. I thanked him and left.
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Dharing the winter Goriev had the occasional talk with me. At the end
of April the experiment was finished. Theory coincided with practice
on average with a tolerance of up to 7 percent. Goriev held the disser-
tation in his hands, leafed through it and sald “Both short and gaod 7
In his understanding this meant a great deal. . L

On 28th June 1937 1 defended the dissertation at a session of the De-
partment’s Council. Goriev noted that the work was the first m its
field. In fact this modest work was the first of innumerable others de-

voted to the so-called ‘strong’ regulation of excitation when the inert

magnetw flux of the machine is not kept constamt but 1S purpﬂsefully
varied. .

In July 1941 (the month after I-Iltler s invasion of the USSR Tr.)
T was walking past the Chemistry Department. Fortifications were already
being built-—stakes with barbed wire. 1 saw a tall fellow breathing heavily
who was handling a wooden club skilfully. “Alexandr Alexandrovich,”
I said in horror to Goriev, “don’t youhave heart trouble?” “At the pres-
ent time this 1S the most 1mp0rtant thmg ] answered Goriev without
stoppmg work.

 CHAPTER 4.

| .. The Match that was Never Played

I MisSED the USSR Championship (Thilisi, 1937) as I was defending my
thesis, Ilyin-Genevsky censured me for this, and Krylenko sent a threat-

- ening telegram (“I will raise your conduct at the Central Committee™).

Then he cooled off. Earlier he had declared ‘no matches’ but in the sum-
mer of 1937 he announced a match between me and the championship

- winner. It was necessary to determine who was the strongest Soviet

player. The winner of the championship was Levenfish who was nearly
50.%

Along with Romanovsky, Levenfish was the outstanding representatwe
of the pre-Revolutionary generatmn of masters. He had a fine mas*i:ery
of technique, a superb competitive nature, and so his practical career

N was longer than Romanovsky’s.

The match was to be for the first to win six. Five-all was to be a draw

.. with the champion retaining his title. I played the match badly, in my
| - heart of hearts underestimating my nppﬂnent but the basic reason, of

course, was that all my energies were directed towards the thesis.
‘Before we moved to Leningrad (the first half of the match was in Mos-

. ~ cow) I was in the lead but then Caissa, the goddess of chess, turned her

head away from me. Obviously she felt (as Genevsky did) that you should

* The difficulty of establishing the exact truth in bhess history may be seen by
comparing this with this extract from Levenfish’s Selected Games and Reminiscences
(1967), page 160: “Immediately after the end of the championship I received a chalienge

from Botvinnik.” Tr.
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not cut yoursell off from chess. Yet before the thirteenth game the score
was 5 : 4 against the champion. The next game was adjourned 1n a lost
position for me. I was so dissatisfied with my play in the match that I did
not even get down to analysing, but rang up the arbiter Grigoriev in the
morning and told him I was resigning and so the match was over.

“What’s your huarry ?” he said. “You simply must play it on. I have
been studying it all night and found a unique endgame, pawns against
a queen. Admittedly Levenfish has just one winning line but it’s impossible
to find if at the board. I'll dictate the analysis to you now.”
~ “Pardon me, you are the chief arbiter, and according to the match
regulations the players have no right to take advice from anybody.”

“That is why I consider it my duty to help vou,” said Grigoriev,
“1 happen to know that your opponent has been using the assistance of
a group of masters, whereas you are on your own.”

Grigoriev was right., Even Slava Ragozin had not been with me.
Before the match I warned Grigoriev that this condition would work
against the more scrupulous player.

“Thank you, but I’ve played badly. Why be petty about it. There will
be many other events. I am resigning the game.” “Well I didn’t really
expect any other answer.”

Grigoriev was a very great specialist in pawn endings and rook endings.
In the 1936 competition in Paris for the composition of pawn endings
he took five of the six possible prizes. He worked a great deal, as a rule
at night when it was quiet., Qutwardly he was similar to Zoschenko,
spoke quietly and rhetorically, but when he showed his analysis there was
always dead quiet——the audience was always won over by the depth
of his fine concepts! He also used to analyse while on strolls. Once his
life was saved only by the presence of mind of a tram-driver who managed
to grab Grigoriev on his safety-net.

Grigoriev played a big part in our chess life—as early as 1925 he was
in charge of the international fournament in Moscow. In 1927, at the
same time as me, he gained the master title but for a long time he had
a bias against me, possibly because of the incident in Odessa about the
participation of Ilyin-Genevsky in the next stage of the championship,

Grigoriev was Krylenko’s right-hand man. In 1935 he sent the two of
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us to see the Deputy Peoples Commissar Antipov about the international

tournament.

The outcome of the match was awkward for Grigoriev not only because
my opponent was helped by a whole brigade of masters. At that time

Soviet players needed a leader on whom they could rest their hopes of

winning the world championship, yet here was a new champion—Ieven-

fish. The situation was a muddled one and the match result only made
matters worse. |

Yet the question whether Botvinnik could represent Soviet chess in
the world arena was no idle one. It was a troubled time on the chess
Olympus. Capablanca and Alekhine had passed their zenith, there was
a slightly sceptical attitude to world champion Euwe, the stock of the

~ young generation (Flohr, Reshevsky, Fine, Keres) was rising. Alekhine
‘won back the title from Euwe and signed a contract with Flohr to play a

title match. (The match was to be subsidised by the famous Czechoslovak

- footwear magnate Bata,) Soon Czechoslovakia was occupied by the

Nazis and the contract lost its validity. The uncertain situation was
prolonged.

A double-round tournament of the eight best players in the world

- was scheduled for the autumn of 1938. The selection was strict, even
- Lasker after his lack of success in 1936 at Moscow and Nottingham did

not get an invitation. Levenfish tried to insist that he represent the Soviet
Union, but he was not supported and I was assigned to play in the AVRO
tournament (AVRO-—a popular Dutch radio company) where the pari-
icipants were the world champion Alekhine, Capablanca, Fuwe, Keres,
Reshevsky, Fine and Flohr. Once again I asked to be sent with my wife.
The Physkultura Committee told me everything was in order and we
travelled to Moscow for our documents so as to go by train to the
West.

Our departure was to be the following day but only one passport was

Jissued to me, my wife was not given one.* What should I do? The Phys-

kultura Committee was in the sphere of competence of Deputy Commis-

* Soviet external passporits are issued for a specific trip and taken back after return~

- ing home, not retained as in the West, 77,
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sar Bulganin. This was not so bad, we had been introduced in 1936 1nn
Paris when I was returning from Nottingham and Bulganin was leading

a delegation of the Moscow City Council. I phoned his assistant in the
State Bank and explained the position. “All right,”” he said, “T will
report to Bulganin.”

We were in a depressed mood. We went for a walk, had supper and
went to bed. In the morning it became clear that neither of us had got
off to sleep. We went to the Committee on Skatertny. “Where have you
been ? Get your wife o {ill the forms 1n straight away.”

A weight was lifted from our shoulders, we were to go together.

It was a dangerous trip, through Fascist Germany. When we crossed
the German frontier there was some type in civilian clothes checking
passports and stamping them. When he saw our bright-red passports he
was alarmed. It was almost as 1n Mayakovsky.* This type disappeared,
it was a dangerous moment. The Nord-Express could not wait long.
But the type flew into our compartment handed me the passports and
made off without finishing the check on other passengers. The train start-
ed. At 8 p.m. we were in Berlin and on the platform was plenipotentiary
Merekalov. The People’s Commissariat of Foreign Affairs had asked him
to check that everything was all right with us. At 7 a.m. we were 1n Brus-
sels, where we were met by plenipotentiary Rubinin. The following day
we were In Amsterdam.

Amsterdam is a fine city nowadays although much modernised. In
those days it was a very elegant old city with a countless number of cyc-
lists, and pedestrians were hardly to be seen. (Nowadays bicycles are not
so popular, the Dutch have gone over to cars.) But in Holland there were
not only cyclists, there were (just as there are now) chess players. In 1933
the school teacher Euwe had become world champion and this played
a decisive role in the popularisation of chess amongst the Dutch.

Just before the tournament all the players were asked to sign a docu-
ment that they fully entrusted the organisation of the tournament to the
AVRO company. Yet the trust was not justified! They wore us out all

* Mayakovsky: Declamatory poet who had a poem about the consternation pro-
duced in Western frontier officials at the sight of his Soviet passport.
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- over the country. Before the round began we had two hours in the train

instead of dinner. We played in a hungry state. The older players Cap-
ablanca and Alekhine could not stand up to the strain. When we were

en route back to Amsterdam we were given sandwiches on the train.
Once Alekhine was so famished that he pushed everybody aside and was

‘the first to grab his victuals.

Sometimes I was lucky and Yelizarov, the driver for Exportkhleb,
came for me. We had no diplomatic relations with Holland then and
several employees of the wheat export organisation made up the only
Soviet 1sland in a Dutch ocean. Obviously they were my faps. Yelizarov
in his Studebaker could get me back to Amsterdam an hour to an hnur

and a half earlier than the other players on the train.

On 7th November in the first round I lost to Fine who played superbly.
Then in the third, seventh and eleventh rounds I beat Reshevsky, Alekhine
and Capablanca and came close to the leaders Fine and Keres. In the

twelfth T blundered the exchange away against Euwe and took third place.

- I had not seen Alekhine for two years. During this time he had scored

- a marvellous victory over Euwe in the return match. Qutwardly he had
- changed-~he had become flabby (his lower jaw had become massive),

he was somehow calmer and he had glven up drinking. He fnund the
AVRO event hard going.

My game with Alekhine was the systematic exploitation in the end-
game of an advantage built up after an opening slip by the opponent.
Although the game was adjourned with material equality Black’s position
was hopeless. I called 1 on Flohr in his room. A card game was in full

- spate.

“Hasn’t he reSJgned yet?” asked Flohr without stopping play. “Who
is-‘be’ 7 mquired Tartakover also, as in passing.

“Well Alekhine is in a bad way,” replied Flohr. “You’re joking,”

. parried Tartakover.

- It transpired that Savielly Tartakover had sent a detmled account of

my game to the Telegragf newspaper in which he said that a draw was
obvious (the pawns, after all, were level). He immediately rang the paper

- and they read out his report. “Everything is fine,” he said, “don’t change

anything, but just write that it is time for Black to resign.”
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Tartakover had not seen the game -at all so his repﬂrt was ‘made of

india-rubber’! .

Grandmaster Tartakover was born in Rostov-on-Don but was never
a Russian citizen. Although he spent all his life in Austro-Hungary,
France and England (during the war he fought on de Gaulle’s side under
the name of Lieutenant Cartier) he knew Russian in all its finer points—he
had many friends amongst emigrés in Paris.

He had a passion both for chess and cards; everything he earned at
chess he lost at cards. He was a talented chesswriter—Soviet school-
children learnt to play in the 1920s from his book Hypermodern Chess.

He had a sweet good-natured character. In 1946 my wife and I with
our 4-year-old daughter Olya forgot Olya’s pillow in our haste in leaving
the Groningen hotel. We phoned up Tartakover at the hotel from The
Hague and he triumphantly brought the pillow straight to a reception at
the Soviet Embassy. |

The adjournment session of my game with Alekhine was set down for
completion second so I stayed in the hotel. Flohr phoned, “Alekhine
resigns if you have sealed g4-g5.” My answer was, “Please tell Alexandr
Alexandrovich that if he thinks that I have sealed a bad move then he
ought not to make this suggestion.™ -

In 1933 in a game with Levenfish 1 fmcepted a similar offer, but over the

subsequent five years 1 had become more experienced. Such a phrasing
of the question is not ethical since the opponent may have sealed another
move in which case this proposal is then a form of reconnaisance and
nothing else. I myself was in just such an unenviable position at Notting-
ham before my adjourned game with Lasker. When analysing the posi-
tion it scemed to me that Lasker could get a draw if he had written down
and sealed in the envelope the only strong move. During the dinner
break I sought Lasker out and offered a draw provided he had made
this move. He was embarrassed and said he had sealed another move,
but that in his opinion a draw was inevitable. Then it was my turn to be
embarrassed and I offered Lasker my pocket set since I realised that 1
had no right now to analyse the position farther—the secrecy of the
sealed move was broken. Lasker refused my. set saying he trusted me and
our game ended 1n a draw.
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- The adjourned session with Alekhine took place. Althﬂugh I had sealed
another move it didn’t last long.

- 'The game with Capa took a different course. My opponent complicated

- the position in a Nimzo-Indian. Whose activity would give real benefits,

Black’s on the Q-side or White’s on the K-side ? To maintain the initiative
I had to sacrifice a pawn. Then I found a striking combination with the
sacrifice of two pieces. The position was won. I sat there and thought
about the most accurate move order. Capablanca maintained an external
show of calm while walking about the stage. Euwe came up to him and
asked him how he stood. Capa used his hands to express that anything
was still possible, clearly reckoning on the fact that I was observing this
conversation. The great practician exploited his last psychological chance
and tried to suggest to his tired opponent that the position was unclear.
What if some final chance error should be made from the excitement.
I could feel that the tension was telling and my strength was ébbing..
There came the final series of moves (Capa replied at once—I had to
feel his confidence in a favourable outcome) but there were no more
checks left. Black stopped the clock, the audience applauded--a rare
phenomenon, normally it was only Euwe that they applauded. Eighteen
years later, during an Olympiad, the chess-playing owner of a confec-
tioner’s shop exhibited a cake in his window which reprnduted the exact
position of this game. (See Game 4.)

I got up from my chair in an unsteady state. Everywhere was already

- closed but my wife persuaded the buffet lady to sell me a ham sandwich.

I greedily swallowed it and came to.

The next day my wife was riding in a car with Madame Capablanca
(Olga Chegodayeva—see Chapter 3. Tr.) She said (speaking Russian),

“Capa was very upset when he lost to Keres, But he assessed yesterday’s

game dﬂerenﬂy He smd that it was a ‘battle of minds’. Capa wanted to
win it.” | |

The tournament was finished. Fine and Keres were first. The organisers

- declared Keres the winner on tie break and decided thus: the prizes are

shared, but Keres is first!
- AVRO needed a winner, it having been declared before the tourna-

ment that the winner would have the right of priority in a title challenge
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to Alekhine. True, nothing came of this. At the opening ceremony the
world champion spoke in German (Alekhine spoke German very well
having studied it from childhood, his French was also good, later he
studied English and wrote his Iast books directly in English) and with an
expressive sergeant-major’s coarseness read a statement in which he
rebutted the claims of the organisers to influence the choice of challenger
and declared that he would play with any we]l-knawn grandmaster who
could guarantee the prize fund.

I took careful note of this. This was the time m decide Whether to
challenge the champion to a match. It was not known when I would see
Alekhine again. If I were to raise the question with the government it was
essential to have (1) Alekhine’s agreement in principle, (2) his conditions,
What should I do?

I consulted Miteryev, the deputy director of Exportkhleb (the director
Nesterov was on holiday in Moscow), and received full backing. Another
piece of luck was that our plenipotentiary in Belginm Rubinin had come
to the last round with his wife. We had a meal together in the Amstel
Hotel. It was Sunday and on Sundays (for the same price) we were sup-
posed to get high-calorie meals. Generally speaking, nowhere ¢lse have 1
had such tasty meals as at the Amstel Hotel.

Rubinin was 44 then, he carried himself gravely and slowly. Now he
is 84, but the manner is just the same (his poor wife died in the country-
side in 1942 during a fire). Rubinin is a widely educated Arts man and
- got to know Amsterdam with interest as he did the chess world which
was new to him. -

I explamned the situation to him, he had the decisive say. At that
moment in Amsterdam he was Soviet power for me. He gave his blessing
—he had seen me at the board with Alekhine in the last round and my
confidence had pleased him.

At the end of the tournament I approached Alekhine and asked him
to grant me an audience. He caught on quickly, a look of joy flashed
over his face. He realised that playing -a maich for the world champ-
ionship with a Soviet player was the simplest, and possibly the. only,
way to reconcile himself with his native land. “Tomorrow, 4 p.m. at
the Carlton Hotel”, he said. (Alekhine was living separately from
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the others, so as not to be in confact with Capablanca——they were
enemies.)

I invited Flohr to come with me. (I needed an authoritative w:tness—
wasn’t Alekhine connected with White Russian emigrés ? Care was essen-
tial.) But Alekhine had been well disposed towards me since the Notting-
ham tournament. The chess player in him felt my admiration for him,
and this disarmed him. As soon as we had met in Amsterdam before the

tournament he struck up a conversation about the new star Smyslov

(Alekhine had found a mistake in an analysis published by Smyslov!).

On this occasion too he was affable to both of us (after all he had
previously envisaged playing a match with Flohr; Flohr of course was
unhappy that now 1t was not he but another who was negotiating about
a match but he did not reveal his feelings).

Over a cup of tea (to Flohr’s surprise the champion paid the bill;
Flohr had warned me that Alekhine was stingy with money) the con-
ditions were quickly agreed: if the match were to take place in Moscow

‘then three months before the champion was to be invited to some tourna-

ment 1 order to get used to Moscow conditions. Alekhine was ready to
play in any country {except Holland!) and the question of venue was up
to me. The prize fund was to be 10,000 dollars, not all that much since

there would be saving over my share of the pm:e I had no need of the
money.

“And how much will you receive 7’ I asked. “Two-thirds—in the event
of winning.” This slightly complicated my task, it would have been

- simpler to ask for a definite figure irrespective of the outcome of the

match. .

“That 1s six thousand seven hundred dollars?” “Yes, of course.”
“Is that figure acceptable in the event of a different outcome for the
match?”’ Alekhine gave a laugh and nodded.

We agreed that I should send a formal challenge to an address he gave
in South America (Alekhine was intending to buy some land in Trinidad)
if there was a positive decision and that if everything was agreed the
announcement of the match would be made m Moscow. Before then
everything was to be strictly secret.

We had a firm handshake and then parted, never to see each other again.



72 Achieving the Aim

After the tournament there was a conference of the players—a unique
event in the history of chess. There were seven of us in the room at any

time (Alekhine and Capablanca took turns to be present). The discussion
was about creating a “Club of the Fight Strongest™ that would lay down
rules for running world championship matches. Alekhine was agreeable
to a prize fund of 10,000 dollars with one exception: Capablanca had to
collect 18,000 doilars (10,000 in gold—these were the conditions for their
1927 match). Each member of the club had the formal right to challenge
the champion. Fine and Euwe were to prepare and distribute a draft of
the rules (no one suggested involving FIDE¥ in this).

The return journey was a long one—through Belgium, by sea to Scan-
dinavia, by train to Stockholm and through the Gulf of Finland and
Finland to Leningrad. In Stockholm I was intfroduced to A. M. Kollon-
tait—there were still impressions of her affability and energy despite her
age.

I travelled to Moscow to report my trip. I phoned the assistant of
Bulganint I now knew and the next day I was sitting in the office of the
Chairman of the Directorate of the State Bank. Bulganin did not inter-
rupt me and listened attentively. He said, “Put down what you have told
me in a letter addressed to the Chairman of the Council of People’s
Commissars and I will report in person. On the envelope put my name
and hand it in to the State Bank post section.” This advice was followed.

I returned to Leningrad and after the New Year I fell seriously 1ll—
stomatisis, a temperature above 40°C. There was a ring at the door
and a courler came in and said, “Take this telegram”—it was a govern-
ment one. I read the text, “If you decide to challenge chessplayer Alekhine
to a match we wish you complete success. The rest can be easily guar-
anteed. Molotov.”

* FIDE: Fédération Internationale Des Echecs, the world ruling body formed in
1924, but not very influential till after 1945. T'r.

¥ Alexandra Kollontai (1872-1952): Old Bolshevik, best known for her admc&cy
of ‘free love’ and as such not approved of by Lenin. Much of her later life spent as
diplomat especially in Scandinavia. 77.

+ Krylenko had been removed from office in January 1938, and then hquidated m
the continuing purges. The date of his death is given as July 1938 in the third edition
of the Large Soviet Encyclopedia. Tr.
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It was only a few years ago, while recalling this episode, that I accid-
ently pronounced the text of the telegram with a Caucasian accent and
realised that it is likely 1t was dictated by Stalin. This was his style. Partic-
ularly characteristic was the ‘we wish’ (and not ‘I wish’) and ‘can be:

- easily guaranteed’!

It would seem the matter was settled, but 1n reality 1t all turned out to:
be not so easy. After my illness I went to Moscow. There were a number
of reasons. I had to present myself to the new President of the Physkult-
ura Committee, Snegov, to convince the committee that the USSR
Championship should be played in Leningrad instead of Kiev (I was still
under observation by doctors) and so on.

I turned up at Skatertny for a chat with V. Snegiryov who was 1n charge.
of the chess department. He asked, “What is your attitude to having a.
slogan proclaimed—‘catch up with Botvinnik’?”#

This was something new. Up to now I had considered that I should_
win the world championship for the Soviet Union. Now, it seemed,
the 27-year-old grandmaster ought to play no more strongly than his
comrades! Snegiryov listened to me attentively.

Then a talk with Snegov. For the first time I felt that I could not find
a common language with an official on whom my chess activity depended.
There were silences alternating with unfriendly remarks.

Nevertheless about two months later my letter to Alekhine was des-
patched by the committee and simultaneously it was announced that the
Soviet championship would be in Leningrad.

Snegov’s hostility was the first manifestation of opposition to the match
with Alekhine, opposition which sometimes weakened, sometimes
strengthened, but persisted for seven years, right up to the time of the
champion’s death.

At that time I didn’t try to clarify what it was caused by. Now Ifeel
that the real source lay in the normal human feeling of jealousy. On the
one hand, our leading masters dreamed of a Soviet player becoming.
world champion. On the other hand, many of them themselves hoped to:

* A favourite Soviet slogan over many decades. Workers were always being urged
to ‘catch up’ and ‘catch up and surpass’ (very often the USA). Such slogans were:
officially adopted when a formal campatgn was about to be opened. T+

6
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bring glory to Soviet chess. Some even thought that if not they, ther

better nobody. '

~Of course one may expatiate that this was a bad thing, but that is the

way 1t was. Naturally none of them expressed his thoughts openly. No,

they argued that Botvinnik was not good enough and would in all cases .

lose the match with Alekhine (so bringing disgrace on Soviet chess)
or that Alekhine had such a political reputation that a Soviet player
could not meet him at the chess board and, more than that, Soviet players
(and Botvinnik most of all) should come out against Alekhine and
demand he be stripped of his title, and so on. Of course these masters
acted in this way only in exceptional circumstances, preferring to hide
behind the backs of acquaintances of the most varied social positions.

Even Krylenko who always acted on the basis of the public interest
did not realise straight away what I was destined to do for Soviet chess.
- In 1931 at the end of the USSR Championship everybody wanted to see
the Botvinnik-Ryumin game. (I had already lost two games and was half
a point behind the leader. Ryumin was undefeated.) I got the advantage
in the opening, then Ryumin sacrificed a pawn to seize the initiative.
Then an inaccuracy by me in time trouble, but in answer a fresh slip
by Black and my opponent stopped the clock. “What time trouble!”
I heard a familiar voice say. Our eyes met—Krylenko turns his back on
me and leaves. He clearly favoured the Muscovite Ryumin.

Then again in 1936, behind the stage where the Moscow tournament
1s nearing its end. In ten minutes I was due to start my game with Ragozin.
I still had some hopes of catching the leader Capablanca. People were
trying to persuade me to make a draw so that Ragozin could finish up
higher in the table (Slava, of course, knew nothing of this). Krylenko, in
answer to my perplexed question, just shrugged his shoulders. Then I

turned to Kosarev. He heard me out and then gave the command,
“Play to win, Mikhail,”

All this had no effect on me. I stubbornly went on towards the set
aim,

In the 'spring of 1939 the USSR Championship began at Leningrad.
The favourites including Levenfish were in bad form and a newcomer
came to the fore—Sasha Kotov. Only after a win against Kotov in the
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last round did I win the Soviet Championship after a six-year gap.
At this time when negotiations with Alekhine were in progress this was
very important. | |

However, the main result of the tournament was not this.

From 1933 I had been working on a method of preparing for events

- seeking the optimal régime for a player during a tournament. It was

probably in this 1939 event that the first result of this work was summed
up. In the tournament book there appeared my article, “My Methods of
Preparation for Competitions. Tournament Regime”, in which I dealt
with opening systems and endings, studying the creative and competitive
sides of the opponent, the use of one’s thinking time in the course of the
game, how to analyse adjourned games and so on. These matters had
been thoroughly investigated.

The point of the method and what distinguished it from earlier ones
lay in the nature of preparation of opening systems. Opening innovations
have been around for some time. Normally they are some trick or sur-
prise. Such an innovation is good for just one game. As soon as it be-
comes known it loses its validity, As Mayakovsky once wrote comparing
a move with a thyme, “The most brilliant move cannot be repeated in a
oiven situation for the next game.”

1 succeeded in working out a method in which the ‘opening innovation’
was hidden far on into the middle game, It had a positional justification
of a new sort, it had no ‘refutation’ in the normal sense of this word.
Only after having done a great deal of work, only after having tried
counterideas in practical play could one find the truth and along with
that a genuine refutation. So my opening systems lived for years bringing
success in tournament after tournament to their inventor. Sometimes
they were held in reserve for a very long time, waiting for the moment
when others would finally come into them and then they could be em-
ploved and with their help one could crush insufficiently prepared oppon-
ents. o

It is no accident that when this system matured (its publication could
not bring direct harm to its originator since the system could only be
exploited by those who have research ability and do not avoid bard
work) in the period 1941-1948. I won eight first places in a row 1n which

6™
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I played 137 games and scored 104.5 (76.3 per cent!). Of course this was
the most favourable period for chess creativity (I was 30-37 years old)
but 1t could not all be attributed to age. Age created the essential con-
ditions, the preparation—the sufficient ones. |

So a creative method of preparation had been found which enabled
me to realise my set aim—winning the world championship. Not only
this, I started to play better; some grandmasters (Boleslavsky, Geller and
others) also started wusing the method and a basic group received the
necessary information about which direction they shouid go in working
on the theory of the openings.

In the period 1940-1960 Soviet chess made .a great leap forward in

quality and to some extent (as I see it) this was linked with the system of
preparation. In the games of the 1939 Soviet Championship, when using
my prepared Grunfeld Defence, French Defence, Nimzoindian I managed
to win important games and this guaranteed my victory.

In July 1939 I was living at my father-in-law’s dacha at Luga. Suddenly
a lanky figure appeared-—Vladimir Nikolayevich Snegiryov. Snegiryov
had both an wgly face and an ugly exterior and dressed not so much
poorly as in a slovenly way, but he was the greatest chess enthusiast and
organiser I have ever had dealings with and he seemed to have no personal
life.

Behind his shoddy appearance was hidden a really wise and single-
minded person. He was a good judge of people and distanced himself
from chatterboxes and idlers. By all his actions and modesty he won the
trust of the authorities and the respect of chess players. He established
correct relations with the leadership of the Physkultura Committee,

was the plenipotentiary of chess in sport, was trusted, supported, not
hindered.

From morning till late at night he hurried about the committee hanging
on firmly to his thick briefcase and ‘pushing’ chess matters. It is curious
that he studied in the same school as the women’s world champion Vera
Menchik. (A Czech by nationality, Menchik never had Soviet citizenship
although she was a typical Russian woman to look at. In 1926% she went

* A mistake, it seems. English and Russian reference books concur in giving the
date as 1921. Tr.
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with her mother and sister Olga—also a well-known woman player—to
her father in Prague and then to her grandmother in England. In London*

Vera took chess lessons from the Hungarian grandmaster Maroczy and

- this had a decisive influence on her chess development., In January 1935

1 was a guest at her grandmother’s in Hastings and in 1936 my wife and
1 were guests of the Menchiks in London. The family lived not far from
the Soviet Embassy on Queen’s Road in a house which shook from the
underground trains passing below—the cost for flats here was less. Vera

~and Olga lived on private lessons in chess and cards. In 1944 they all

died from a German bomb.)
Alekhine had sent his reply and Snegiryov had come to see me about it.
 The world champion, in accordance with our agreement, had accepted
the challenge and all the conditions apart from one. He no longer was
agreeable to playing the whole match in Moscow. He demanded that the
second half should be played in London.
The champion’s conduct did not please me. It was a breach of the gent-

- leman’s agreement and made for extra difficulties—it would be necessary

to negotiate with the British Chess Federation. This latter consideration
did not worry me much, since the English would go along with this if the
prize fund was guaranteed, but it did mean we would have to make a
fresh approach to our government.

1 wrote Alekhine a polite but firm letter insisting our agreement in
Amsterdam be confirmed and that the whole match be 1n Moscow.
Snegiryov went straight to Leningrad so that the next morning he could

report to the committee leadership in Moscow on my proposals.
The Second World War started on 1st September and the first stage

of negotiations for the match was finished at this point. The negotiations
were continued six years later, but in essence there was no break—the
question of the forthcoming match stood out prominently in the Soviet
chess life of those years.

In the summer of 1939 the Council of People’s Commissars{ instituted
a grant of 1000 roubles for me (now about 100 roubles)—an exceptional
act. Presumably this was done on the initiative of Snegiryov. There are

* Actually Hastings. Tr.
+ The supreme state body, replaced in 1946 by the Council of Ministers, Tr.
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chess players everywhere (even in the Council) and later I got to kIlDW
that the representatives unanimously voted in favour. -

I decided to play some matches, since I had not played too confidently
agamnst Flohr and Levenfish. In the spring of 1940 Slava Ragozin and I
agreed to play a training match. We played under ideal conditions,
a good schedule, fresh air and quiet. I went through this event in easy
fashion though I was twice a hairsbreadth from defeat.

In the autumn the Soviet Championship began.

This was a very hard tournament with a lot of players and few rest
days. The large hall of the Conservatoire has excellent acoustics. The
spectators behaved in a free and easy style, made a noise, applauded and
the acoustics only made matters worse. It is related that after one of
Keres’s wins Sergei Prokofiev applauded in stormy fashion. His neigh-
bours in the box told him off. “I have the right to express my feelings™,
declared the composer. But would my friend Sergei Sergeyevich be happy
if he were playing in a trio and if after the violin part the audience clapped
and drowned his play on the piano? Yet the position of the chessplayer
1s even worse than that. A pianist can afford to play false notes when
drowned out by the noise of applause—the chess player does not enjoy
this right. There were many newcomers playing in the championship---
Keres (Estonia had become a Soviet Repubhc by this time), Smyslov,
Boleslavsky.

Obviously the main interest was in the participation of Keres. Who in
the changed circumstances should represent the USSR in the fight for
the world championship against Alekhine? The tﬂumament failed to
gIve an answer.

After 9 rounds I was in the lead but then my nerves started to play up,
the surroundings were not very propitious for creative concentration—
in such conditions 1 felt helpless. Bondarevsky and Lilienthal* shared
first place, Smyslov was third, Keres fourth, and I shared fifth-sixth
place with Boleslavsky.

A match was announced between the two winners for the title of Soviet
Champion. Until December I could niot bring myself to touch the chess

* Andre Lilienthal was born (1911) of Hungarian parentage in Moscow, represented
Hungary for a decade or so, but became a Soviet citizen in 1939. Ty,
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pié:ces, sO unpleasant was the aftertaste from the tournament, from the

~ unhealthy din (just as if you were at a football stadium), from the scornfui

attitude to the creative side of chess.

In December 1 started examining one variation of the Nimzo-Indian
and I felt that it was coming back to me. At the same time I sent a letter
to Snegiryov where I was ironic about the fact that the champion was
to be the winner of the Bondarevsky-Lilienthal match (both were fine
players but did not have any great achievements to their name) while
Keres and Botvinnik already had such great achievements in international
tournaments.

Snegiryov himself realised that this match had no significance for the
rivalry with Alekhine. He understood my hint and set to work—as always
quietly and energetically.

I do not know how he managed to convince the authorities, he never
revealed this, but about two months later came an announcement about
the setting up of the title of “Absolute’ Champion of the USSR and the
running of a match-tournament of the s1x winners in the championship in
four rounds.*

- The sense which Snegiryov gave to the concept ‘Absolute’ was clear.
It was the Absolute Champion of the USSR who would play the maich
with Alekhine.

I prepared in accordance with my published system with several addi-
tions. Since I had suffered in the last championship from the smoke
and noise I played training games with Ragozin with the radio on. After
the game I did not open the small window and slept in the room which
had been filled with smoke. We stayed in a rest-home of the Leningrad

- City Party Committee at Pushkin opposite the high school (formerly the

home of the police commandant of Tsarkoye Selot). During the day we
went skiing and in the evenings we played. I prepared thoroughly—phys-
ically, technically and morally. My taste for the game reappeared.

So, the match tournament, whose decisive encounter came in round

* It 18 significant that this is the only time the title of Absolute Champion has been

- played for. Tr.

t Tsarkoye Selo, later Pushkin, now reverted to its former name, was the township
in whose high school the national poet was educated. Tr.
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3 of the first leg. Keres as White adopted a risky line in the Nimzo-Indian.
This variation had already been played in a published game and had been
incorrectly assessed. Keres was relying on this assessment. As 1 have
already noted I started my preparation with this variation and had an-
alysed the variation very deeply. The game ended with a swift mating
attack.

After the game I went behind the stage (we played the first half in Lenin-
grad in the Tauride Palace) to relax. Snegiryov rushed forward and press-
ing his hands together (obviously to restrain himself) ran round and kept
saying, “Em, Em (that was the way he addressed me when he was excited
by something) you yourself don’t know what you have just done.”
It seems he had forecast my success when insisting on the event and was
now triumphant.

Then we went to Moscow and played in the Hall of Columns. Both here
and at Leningrad Snegiryov had organised the tournament superbly,
He secured silence in Moscow by the simple expedient of having a mil-
itiaman patrol the central gangway. On one occasion an undisciplined spec-
tator was removed and fined. In Leningrad where all the seats in the hall
were equipped with individual earphones the spectators were kept enter-
tained all the time by Levenfish commenting on the games and so there
'was no talking in the hall,

I won all the matches including those against my difficult opponents
Bondarevsky and Lilienthal (to whom I lost in the championship).
Keres was second 2} points behind me, Smyslov third. It became clear
who should meet Alekhine.

Two months later Fascist Germany attacked us and chess receded far
into the background.

The war. It was a terrible time. Relatives and friends were dying at the
iront line, llness and lack of food were widespread. Factories, workers
‘with their families, the wounded were transferred to the East, troops and
armaments to the West. The Soviet people reorganised on to a war
footing. Everybody suffered, chess players suffered too. Of the pre-
Revolutionary generation perished Ilyin-Genevsky, I. Rabinovich,
‘Troitsky and L. Kubbel; of the younger generation Ryumin, Rauzer,
Belavenets, Mazel, Stolberg, Zek.
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All the staff of the chess depariment of the Physkultura Committee,,

.- dSnegiryov, Yeltsov and Kuryshkin, died in the first few days of the war.
- Ragozin, Tolush, Goldberg, Dubinin were at the front. Private Dubinin,,

who was a big tall man, carried chess books in his kitbag throughout the

T was called for a medical and given a ‘white chit’ (certificate of exempt-
ion) due to my weak vision. I asked to be sent to the front as a volunteer
but was refused. What should I do? It was vacation time at the Institute,
moreover it seemed somehow strange to be engaged in civilian activities.
I helped a comrade to construct an electric air-filter for bomb shelters.

My wife brought home the news that the Kirov Opera and Ballet
Theatre was being evacuated to Molotov (Perm). “Let’s go together,’”

- she said, “you can work as an engineer in the defence industry.”

The Secretary of the Institute’s Party Committee could not decide
himself. 1 went to the Regional Party Committee. The Secretary made his
mind up quickly, “Comrade Botvinnik, there will come a time when you
will once again be useful to the Soviet people as a chessplayer. Leave.”

I handed my car over to the army. It was in perfect order although it
had done many miles; more than one car enthusiast had trained in it.

Before our departure we had to decide yet another problem. Just before
the Revolution Father had bought some gold ornaments. When he left
us he left the gold with Mother (more than a kilogramme). It had lain
there for 21 vears. 1 asked Mother “Hasn’t the time come to hand it
over to the Defence Fund?” She signed a form to that effect at once.
Yet there was no time to hand it over and I gave the form to my brother.
He was staying in Leningrad and was assigned to a destruction battalion.
When we were 1n Molotov I get a letter from my brother (I still have this
last letter) confirming that Mother’s wish had been carried out.

At the station I was seen off by my brother and my old friend Wein-
stein, The train was made up of goods waggons. “Let’s travel together,”

- I said to Weinstein, “After all you aren’t being called up for the army.”

“No, I'm staying,” said Weinstein. He only survived till January 1942.
Finally we were on our way. This was on 19th Aungust 1941. Two days
later the railway line was cut by the Germans.

Just by Mga we could hear a distant explosion and we were stationary



82 Achieving the Aim

for a long time. It was the first bombing raid on Mga. Several days later
we arrived in Molotov. The theatre artists were housed in the Teachers
Traiming Institute Hall of Residence. My wife was given a separate room
for our family of five people.

I went to look for work. First to the metal-working factory. 1 was
received by the Director Bykhovsky (whose son is now trainer of the
Soviet junior chess team in which Romanishin, Vaganyan, Belyavsky,
Dolmatov and Yusupov have come under his charge recently). He was
prepared to engage me but I refused since it was a long way to the
factory and a one-direction-only train went to it. How would I get
home in winter ?

Close by I found the North-west Regional Network of the Ural Energy
Organisation. My Candidate’s degree frightened the director who said,
“We’ll take you on as an engineer on the lowest rate of pay if you don’t
take part in any science.” I agreed and became an employee in the high-
voltage iaboratory! |

Gradually I became friendly with the people of Perm. I became head
of the laboratory, then head of the high-voltage isolation service.

I became close friends with the foreman Mikhail Fyodorovich
Demenyev. He was a thin lanky person of enormous physical strength
(he had lost the use of one eye in his work). He used to complain that he
had become weak; earlier he had been able to transfer two high-voltage
plugs, whereas now he could manage only one. He was a cunning person,
fair, uneducated but he knew voltage-isolation (testing and repair) very
well. On top of that he was a unique winder of electric motors, an activ-
ity he engaged in on the quict—people used to come and pay their
respects to him from all over the oblast administrative area. He could cope
with anything. When I transferred to Moscow in the winter of 1944 I was
walking along one day with my daughter in First Meschanskaya Street.
A broken-down trolley bus was standing by the kerb. “What’s wrong
with 1t?” asked little Olya. “Well it’s broken down.” Never mind, “said
Olya, Uncle Demenyev will repair it!”

We had a young electric fitter working with us, Sokrat Gudovschikov.
He was short, massive shouldered and strong, with high cheek-bones and
a will of his own. His smile was slightly twisted, his chin firm-set like one

P R e e e e e e e

ror—rm - '

The Maitch that was Never Played 83

of the English heroes of Jules Verne. He liked to stagger people with
surprises, For example, once we were traveling with a Schering bridge
to check isolation, and Sokrat disappeared. We swore at his lack of
discipline, but when we arrived he was. sitfing there in a careless pose
waiting for ws. It is inexplicable how he got there in time. Probably he

- - hitched a 1ift with some passing lorry. Soon Sokrat was called up for the

army to an eclectrical training base in Siberia. He kept on asking to be
sent to the front, but they wouldn’t let him go—he was superb at his job.
Then he indulged in such hooliganism that he was sent to a punishment
battalion. - |

About ten years later after the war 1 met a chess player who had
fought on the Karelian front. “We had a soldier with us who said he had
worked with you in the Urals, only I can’t remember his name, ** he said

| and then described him.

There was no doubt that this was Sokrat. Hc—: did not get back from a
reconnaissance mission.
- The Scherimg bridge worked badly The readings had to be taken in the

-absence of current in the diagonal of the bridge by means of a highly

sensitive galvanometer. The circuit was made up of separate elements,
and everything was open. The interference (noise) at the sub-stations
was. strong, and it was impossible to work. I msisted that we build a
covering leather screen (in the form of a piano) and carry out stationary
fitting. They checked the isolation at all the sub-stations. At first Demen-
yev was unnappy with it, the bridge had becc:rme heavy, but 1n unison

~ with Sokrat he coped with ease.

- Despite the prohibition I still had to deal with scientific work. I was
summoned by the Chief Engincer A. M. Levkevich. “Is snow an isolator
or a conductor ?” ¥ think 1t is an isolator, but we must check 1t.”

I took a layer of snow and fed in the voltage. At first the corrent was
equal to ml. Then from the corona (the sparking) there started a localised
heating, the snow started melting, the conducting channel started length-
ening, and then a breakdown. | -

T went to the head office. “Alexei Matveyevich, after a period of time
a breakdown is the most likely outcome.” The Chief Engineer laughed.
It turned out that in the north of the oblast a hurricane had knocked down
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the electrical supply supports. The wires had lain in the snow, and this
had not been spotted for days on end. The accident was noted when the
wind dropped. |

In the winter of 1942 I went to Sverdlovsk on business. A miracle:
there was a master tournament being played here (under the direction of
Rokhlin). There were few spectators, yet all the tickets had been sold and
you couldn’t get in. It turned out that for the ticket you also got a bread
roll in the buffet. The tickets had been taken by various people who were
not chess players. I had a talk with Rokhlin, shook hands with Ragozin.
Lieutenant Slava Ragozin was the winner—he had just been transferred
from blockaded Leningrad to the Urals.

Rokhlin cracked a joke and I burst out laughing. “Well, everything’s
all right,” he said, “you laugh like you used to do. The war hasn t been
able to change that.”

In April 1942 my wife was due to give birth soon. I was called away
to a crisis at the flour mill where a new electric motor failed to work.
After it had been put right I returned home late. “Bat quickiy”, said my
wife, interrupting my story abﬂut the null; it was time to go to the
maternity home,
~ Early the next morning little Olya came into the world. “Ooh, what a

dark one”, said Ulanova when I went for a stroll with the sleeping baby.
(Galina Sergeyevna was also living in the theatre’s hall of residence.)

It was a hard time. There was a trade in ration coupons. It was mainly
the bread which saved us, with three people in the family at work. We
exchanged part of the bread ration for potatoes at the market. When
the baby grew the position became worse. 1 had to sell my Underwood
typewriter. Employees of the Soviet embassy in London had got it for me
out of the prize money at Nottingham for the best game there (the jury
had reached 1ts verdict after I had left England.) I had typed out my
candidate’s thesis on it, but now little Olya ‘ate it up’.

During the war with Nazi Germany the main task for Soviet players
was not only to maintain what had been achieved—development of the
game among the masses and a high level of strength among the best

masters—but also to prepare to win the world championship after the
war.

XN
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This was the case not only in chess but in other cultural fields. Obviously
this is possible only where chess enjoys the support of the state.

- Tt stands to reason that for the first eighteen months after being drawn
into the war when the country was m a difficult and dangerous position
these efforts to support chess were minimal. However, after the victory
at Stalingrad no one doubted our ultimate victory. Heroic efforts both at

~ the front line and in the rear, in the military field and the economic,
“brought thewr resuits.

So work there was, but I still had to prepare for the match with Alek-
hine. I decided to write notes to all the games of the Absolute Champion-
ship so as not to 1ose my mastery in analysis. I worked in the evening using

~ every spare minnte but there were few of these.

Once I was sitting at a meeting; 1t was boring and work was waiting
for me at home. I wrote a note to the chairman, “Aleksey Matveyevich,
I don’t feel well.” His answer came back, “I want to go home too...”

I spent a year and a half writing the book. I have long suspected that
it is the best I have done in the field of chess analysis. Several years ago
Matanovi¢ told me that he was studying the work at that time with
amazement (Grandmaster Matanovi¢ publishes Chess Informator in Bel-
grade—the reference book of every qualified player nowadays).

The idea came to me of forming a ‘committee’ for preparing for the
match with Alekhine. T decided to approach Ragozin, Rokhlin, and
Goldberg. There came a knock at my door and in came... Grisha

- Goldberg, a captain in the navy (his wife worked as a military doctor in

a local hospital and he had come 1o see her). As long ago as 1932 we had
played together in the Leningrad championship. He was 190 centimetres
tall (i.e. 6 It 3 in. 77.}), had a decistve character and combined the strength
of a master with the talent of an organiser. In the 1930s he had played
a notable role in the chess life of Leningrad. He organised the second
half of the match with Flohr—and did it very well.

“I agre:e ” he said, “but what can we do now for the match? It’s war-
time.”

As soon as the war began chess life had praetically come to a full stop,
yet the Moscow Championship, a tournament in Kuibyshev and the
tournament m Sverdlovsk already mentioned had been played. I had no
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time to play and was not in the right frame of mind for it. However,
I had to look ahead and so I kept busy with analysis. In January 1943
I was sent to do timber cutting. 1 realised that at this difficult time it
was essential, but one day in the forest knocked me up for a long time
and I was in no state to work on the book. What should I do? After all
I could be sent out at any time, firewood was needed for fuel. But what
about the chess? Should I give up working on the book? Then what
would happen when the war ended ? I thought it over and sent 4 letter to
Molotov—he was the one from whom I had got the telegram four years
ago with permission to play the match with Alekhine.

A couple of weeks later I was called to the government telephone in
the office of the man in charge of the energy system—someone wanted to
speak to me from Moscow. | |

“Is it you who wrote to Comrade Molotov?” asked Smirnov, deputy
director of the secretariat. He told me Molotov’s instructions, “Comrade
Zhunerin, it 15 absolutely necessary to maintain Comrade Botvinnik’s
readiness to play chess and ensure the necessary time for further improve-
ment.” (Zhimerin was People’s Commissar of Electrical Power Stations
at the time.) True, when the Commissar’s order came allotting me three
days a week for chess the director decided that Sunday was included in
the three, but I didn’t argue; it was fine as it was! -

Then came a message from the Physkultura Committee that in the
spring I was to go to Sverdlovsk--there would be a master tournament of
eight players i two rounds. The Area Executive Committee sent me for
two weeks to their State Farm to prepare for the event. I was called for by
a “coach driver” on a sledge. The food at the farm was superb. Roast pork
and potatoes twice a day and a litre of milk fresh from the cow as well as
bread! I ate, walked, slept and worked with a fierce energy!

There were no weak players in the event (Smyslov, Boleslavsky, Rago-
zin and so on). Against each player Iscored 13 points and easily took first
place. I had not played chess for two years but I seemed still to be master
of my preparation method and had not weakened as a practical player.

In the summer the Area Executive Committee gave me permission to
take my daughter to a children’s camp where there were children living
who had been evacuated from Moscow. The camp was on the banks of
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the Kama. Olya stayed there with her nanny. They were housed in a

- separate cabin 1n a clearing in the forest.

Six weeks later I called for them and invited V. A. Kaverin® to come:

. with me. He was writing The Two Captains at the time, wanted to con-
- centrate and so agreed with pleasure. The journey was not an easy one

since there was no landing stage at the camp and we had to summon a
buoy-keeper with a boat from our ship. It was already night but I re-
cognised the outlines of the bank and asked the captain to call the boat-
man. We stopped and sounded the hooter over the whole area—no
answer. Finally somewhere far away came the splash of oars (the Kama
1s very wide). We wait until the boat is close. “Uncle Yegor, T is it you?”’
No answer. “Uncle Yego-o-or.” “Of course it’s me,” came a querulous
voice, “who else would it be 7

We stayed there three days—a marvellous area, clean. Kaverin thought

. -about his captains lying on his back in the forest. “Teil me, can one do

so-and-s0?” he would ask my advice. I could tell him nothing then.
How much easier it 1s to write reminiscences; all you have to do 1s to
think what should be published, what not!

I went with Olya to Uncle Yegor to agree about our departure—we
had to tie up the rowing boat to a passing ship. Little Olya counld walk
well holding onto a finger, but was still frightened to go. by herself. I left
her in a small clearing and called in on the buoy-keeper. Uncle Yegor
refused outright to sit on the bank and wait for the boat, he was too busy.
Disappointed, I hurried back to Olya and saw that she was walking on

‘Ther own. There were pretty flowers growing in the clearing and she had

to pick a bouquet.

With Kaverin we went to another buoy-keeper Uncle Ilyo. Sturdy, lazy,
he had had various appearances in court (his buoys were not in order and
the boats grounded on the sandbanks). Kaverin watched how he scratched
his paunch and said quietly in delight, “Yes, a genuine peasant of the
time of Ivan the Terrible.”

* Kaverin Benjamin (1902-), member of the literary group the Serapion Brothers.
in the 1920s. The book mentioned here, The Two Captains, was so popular that it went
through 42 editions in 25 years! Tr.

T Uncle: a polite way for children {and DthEI'S) to refer to grown-ups. 7r.
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“Will you feed me ?”’ was all that Ilyo asked. We sat there on the bank
for two days waiting for the boat and listening to his tall tales. Only

God knows how he managed with the buoys, but he rowed up to the
boat in dashing fashion.

Tn the summer of 1943 Zhimerin called me to Moscow and suggested

I transfer to the capital. He turned out to be a fan of mine and our
friendship dates from this time.
- At that time I was already thinking about a match with the USA
champion Reshevsky. There was a turning-point in the war (when 1 was
in Zhimerin’s office for the first time he was phoned and told about the
successful battle in the Kursk bulge; what tension and joy we received
this news with). I had to ensure an undoubted right to the match with the
champion, Alekhine was then playing in tournaments in Occupied Europe.
‘What if he were to try and shirk the match with me?

After the match-tournament of 1941 Keres had no particular rights,
poor Capa was no longer with us (on a winter morning in 1942 a workman
stopped me and said sadly, “Have you heard the radio? Capablanca has
died.” The Cuban’s popularity was very great.) Fine was not the USA
champion so that meant that all that was left was to beat Reshevsky in a
mafch.

T decided to use my presence in Moscowtosound out the ground. I phon-
ed B. Podtserob, head of the secretariat of the People’s Commissar for
Foreign Affairs. For about two months we had been fellow students at
I eningrad University, he was a friend of Slava Ragozin, was a reasonable
player himself, had first-category status. He played a great deal of postal
chess and later on was a participant in a semi-final of the Soviet postal
championship. He had a good knowledge of French and gained prom-
otion in the diplomatic service.

“It’s a complicated business”, he told me. “Try to approach Litvinov,
he is in Moscow at the moment” (Litvinov was then ambassador in
Washington).

Litvinov received me in his office. He greeted me in simple fashion as
if T were an old acquaintance. I was amazed. I had heard so much about
his dangerous underground work before the Revolution, about his acu-
men and energy, of his encyclopedic knowledge, his hard (not to say
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stubborn) character. Yet this was a person of medium height, slightly

run to fat, with soft facial features. He spoke 1n a sing-song voice. Truly
this was a gap between form and content.

“I, as ambassador, am for it, of course”, he said, and smiled. “I shall

| always support your contest with Reshevsky, but I myself cannot decide
 matters.”

It became clear: a hopeless undertaking. In the autumn of 1943 I
asked to be invited to play in the Moscow Championship for training.
It was with some difficulty, but I got an invitation to play hors concours.
The event lasted all December. 1 lost to Smyslov but took first place.
Unfortunately I did not write out the game scores and the originals were
lost by the organisers—so several interesting games are lost for good.

During the tournament I was invited to dinner with B. 5. Weinstemn
{a namesake of my old friend who was no longer alive), the chairman of
the all-Union Chess Section. I also met there Zubaryev who had replaced
Snegiryov in the post of director of the Chess Section of the Physkultura
Comumittee.

I was onmy guard, guessing that the match with Alekhine would come up.

The dinner was superb by the standard of the time—cutlets and wine.
I ate the cutlets and refused the wine, Then it started. ... Alekhine was
a political enemy and it was out of the question to play him; he should
be stripped of his title and the Soviet Champion must carry out his civic
duty and be the first to demand his exclusion from chess life, Do I have
to go through all these demagogic arguments ? Weinstein spoke, Zubar-

- yev nodded his agreement. I expressed my point of view calmly, sharply

and firmly and then took my leave. (It was clear that with such a chair-
man I wouldn’t get the match with Alekhine.)

One could approach the question of playing Alekhine from two points
of view, but all this had already been thrashed out in the 1920s, when it
was accepted that while condemning Alekhine as a person we gave him
his due as a chessplayer. Refusing to have anything to do with the chess-
player Alekhine could not but cause harm to Soviet chess. That is why
I played against him at Nottingham and in the AVRO event. The decision
of the government in 1939 about organising an Alekhine-Botvinnik
match finally put an end to all these polemics.

7
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Of course as a person Alekhine was fairly vulnerable, but as a
player ?

In his youth he preferred a combinational struggle, headlong attacks,
outward effects but then Capablanca’s creativity had a considerable effect
on him. Capablanca’s calm style, the harmonic combination of very
exact positional understanding with a calculation of variations imparted
a particular elegance to the Cuban’s games. With Capa all the pieces
played together, they were firmly linked. Capablanca was equally strong
in complex and simpie positions.

Alekhine’s understanding of complex positions was on a very high level
but what about simple ones? Here Alekhine had a schooling from his
older friend—they were 1nseparable in the period of the second decade
of the century when Capablanca represented Cuba in Petersburg. The
struggle for the world championship made them enemies.

Alekhine knew how to control himself. Although he gave himself

over to human faults (and this undoubtedly undermined his health)
he did everything in the interests of chess when drinking, smoking or
card-playing got in the way.
That was the way he studied chess: when he became conscious of his
failings he found ways to perfect himself with remarkable perspicacity.
As a result of many years of immense effort Alekhine appeared before
the world as a chess titan with a mastery of the most varied aspects
of his beloved art and of the competitive struggle. No little role in
his growth was played by the analytical works he published in those
years.

I saw Alekhine in 19361938 when he had already passed his peak of
success and I must admit that it was with difficulty that I imagined him
as a young man.

Yet in May 1973 I did see the young Alekhine. During a trip round
the Federal Republic of Germany I had io go from Kell to Schomberg

and the route was via Triberg. The interned Russian players, Bogolyu-

bow, Romanowsky and so on, were allowed to reside in this small town
in 1914 by the German authorities. First of all they lived in the Wehrle
Hotel (where we had a meal) and then in private homes. In 1920 Bo-
golyubow married a schoolteacher’s daughter. Frau Freda Bogolyubow
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: (‘ﬁrho was then in her eighties) lived in a house where the facade had a
. notice “The Bogolyubow House™, |

‘The local players showed me a unique photo by an amateur. It was of

small size but Bogolyubow and Alekhine came out well on it. I had
~_ never seen them like this. Bogolyubow was slim (this was about 1922).
~ He was smiling and looking respectfully at his colleague. Alekhine was

gesticulating with his right band and, with raised eyebrows and a sly look
on his face, was relating something. -

I was sorry to part with the photo; they promised to send me a copy
but 1t had still not come three years later. There was so much expressiv-
eness, humour, spiritual strength and calm certainty in his appearance that
L understood how he could withstand the severity of the struggle with the
great Cuban and take the world championship. ~

In the 1940s Alekhine was already not so great as a player as before
and this was the main chance for his potential rival in a match.

My position gradually gained the support of the other members of

~ the all-Union section—Weinstein did not have any authority. Just in

case, I went to the Party Central Committee, to the Department of Health

" Service cadres (this was the department to which the Physkultura Com-

mittee was subordinate). I saw the director B. D. Petrov, a small person,
bald with spectacles. Doctor Petrov turned out to be a resolute and in-
telligent person,

“Don’t despair,” he said, “act according to Mayakovsky”,* and told
me how Mayakovsky was refused payment of his fee in the accounts
office of Gosizdat.} He came several days later with a stick and asked
“Are you paying 7’——“No”., Then he smashed a window with his stick

(it was in wintertime) and, going out said, “Take it out of the fee.””

He came with his stick a few days later and was met by “Vladimir Vladi-

mirovich, please accept your fee....” We laughed and I added this
advice to my armoury. '

Finally there was a conference of the all-Union section and the ques-

* Mayakovsky (1893-1930), the declamatory poet and poster artist, who led a
Bohemian existence and shot himself in 1930, but was then acclaimed by Stalin as a
great Soviet poet. Tr.

T Gosizdat—=State Publishing House. Tr.

7%
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tion was raised of retiring Weinstein. He defended himself desperately,
but Vasya Smyslov took the opportunity to speak next and began;
“The former Chairman of the section, Comrade Weinstein. . .”” Where-
upon Weinstein did not let him go on, but clasped his hands together
and then capitulated. .

I transferred to Moscow where the People’s Commuissar assigned me a
separate flat. My daughter went into one room and marvelled how spac-
ious it was (there was no furniture there), then she went into the other
and exclaimed, “What, another room ! (In Molotov there was one room
for six of us.) |

In the summer I went to Leningrad and brought back my furniture
which by a miracle was still intact (during the German blockade furniture
had been used for fuel). The bedroom furniture was old, of redwood of
the sort lovingly collected by a former Tsarist colonel. He had sold me
the furniture in 1935-—it had taken all my prize money from the inter-
national tournament. |

In spring 1944 the first Soviet Championship since the beginning of the
war was played. Smyslov took the lead, but I was fortunate enough to
win a crucial game against him after which it was plain sailing. The prizes
had been announced as money ones. I came to the closing ceremony and
saw an old table clock under a glass case on the podium. Asking what it
was I was told it was first prize.

I never went chasing after money but once a prize had been announced
the programme had to be adhered to. This lack of respect for chess and
its traditions grated upon me. The point is that whereas in sport money
prizes are not given they are a long-standing tradition in chess. In sport
there is a clear divide between professionals and amateurs, but this is not
the case in chess and never has been. True, in the 1920s FIDE tried to set
up such a dividing line and even ran three amateur world championships
but this idea petered out as the participants were weak masters and nobody
was interested in these ‘world champions’.

Chess players want good games and it is immaterial to the ordinary fan
who provides them—professionals or amateurs! That 1s why 1 wrote as
early as 1939 in defence of the chess professional, “We have many pro-
fessional violinists vet chess is no whit inferior to the violin.”
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" The programme is the constitution of an event. What is written there
- must be carried out to the letter. Would anybody at a piano competition
. ever get the idea of changing the regulations? - |

I remembered Petrov’s story about Mayakovsky and said to the chief

controller, “If you present it I shall refuse to accept it in front of every-

body.” So nobody could understand why the clock stayed where it was,

“but I did receive my money prize six months later after I returned home

from hospital after an operation (appendicitis).

A vear later in the spring of 1945 came another USSR championship.
My mood was excellent, the Soviet people were exultant with the winning
of the war. The Soviet state had withstood every trial. I played with suc-
cess (16 out of 18)--Ragozin and I had prepared very well for this event.
Boleslavsky was second and became a grandmaster.

The Soviet School of Chess had not only not weakened during the war
but had probably become stronger from the creative point of view. Its

research characteristics guaranteed the swiit improvement of young

talents; as already noted this was possible because of the support of the

state.

Just before the championship a certain Pirogov phoned my home and
spoke to my wife. “I worked as an accountant 1n the commiitee before
the war, now I have returned from the front and I cannot find out why
your husband is not receiving his grant.” My wife explained that the
war had broken out and in the autumn of 1941 the payment ceased.
“Unlawful,” commented the accountant, “the decision of the Council
of Peoples Commissars had not been rescinded.” The grant was restored
at once.

N. N. Romanov came to work at the Commitiee (Snegov was replaced)
and a good time for sport began.

- Exacting, thoughtful and purposeful the Chairman won both authority
and love—Romanov’s name is associated with large scale success by Soviet
sport. |

At the end of the summer the USSR-USA radio match was organised.
It caused great interest. This examination of the Soviet Chess School
proceeded with the invisible presence of Krylenko who had prepared our
triumph along with the players and organisers of the pre-war years.
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The result of the match, 154-41, amazed everybody. Smyslov won both
games . against Reshevsky—an important event. Unofficially we had
passed on to us Stalin’s words, “Well done, boys.”

We were invited to a reception with Alexandrov, head of Agitprop in
the Party Central Committee. He spoke cordially but without any
enthusiasm. The question was posed, “When is Botvinnik going to play
a match with Alekhine?” .

Alexandrov didn’t understand the guestion. Then Vltya Chekhover*
repeated the question with a marked sharpness. The reply was vague,
phrases open to more than one interpretation.

But 1t was impossible to halt the inevitable. A change for the better
had come about in the top echelons; five first prizes in a row had con-
vinced the sceptics. |

About two weeks later Ragozin with a laugh showed me a copy of a
letter to Stalin (about the Alekhine match) signed by almost all leading
Soviet masters. Only two had refused to sign, their motive being that
Botvinnik was notstrong enough to play Alekhine. By a strange coinci-
dence both were close friends of Weinstein.

So the opposition had foundered at this stage, but they did not give
up. -
Had Alekhine collaborated with the Nazis ? This had not been investi-
gated. A group of players (headed by Euwe) had made such a serious
accusation against him and on this basis Alekhine’s invitation to the
Hastings tournament had been annulled. The point was that during the
war an article by Alekhine (on chess, but of an anti-Semitic nature) had
appeared in the Nazi paper Pariser Zeitung. After the war Alekhine
declared that the anti-Semitic phrases had been added to the article with-
out his knowledge. o

Nevertheless before Hastings Alekhine’s situation was difficult. He
anticipated that he would not be able to avoid the accusations. So the
world champion came to the obvious decision—to offer a match with
the Soviet champion. This would shield him from all accusations. Just as

- # Chekhuver, born 1908, became a master in 1932 and a famous study composer
somewhat later. As a resident of Leningrad he was particularly close o Botvinnik. T,

'''''''''''
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" in 1938 this match was the simplest way to reconcile himself with Mother
~ Russia,

In the autumn of 1945 the British magazine Chess published his sen-

sational article “Two World Wars have Ruined Me”. The main point

of the article consisted in Alekhine’s account of our negotiations in

0 1938-1939 and he declared that he was ready to play a match with
Botvinnik on the conditions agreed earlier.

This eased the problem. Now there was not only the declaration of
Soviet masters about the need to organise the match, but also the agree-
ment of the champion. True it was rather annoying that Alekhine had not
fulfilled the agreement and had revealed our secret negotiations, but there
was no other way out for him.

Soon there came a positive decision by the government and one could
act. The situation was a delicate one. First of all it was out of the question
to mvite Alekhine to Moscow, as this was linked with the preliminary

* - investigation of the accusations, and secondly it was undesirable to enter
- .into direct negotiations with him. I suggested that the whole match be
- played in England and at first the negotiations went through an inter-

mediary, Mr du Mont, editor of the British Chess Magazine (from ma-
terial published in the magazine one could take it that du Mont and
Alekhine were corresponding with each other) and with the co-operation
of the well-known chess master George Thomas. The suggestion was
accepted and negotiations began. )
These negotiations went along haltingly; the opposition opened fire
again. I was summoned by the Chairman of the Physkultura Committee
and found his deputy Andrianov sitting in the office. He had worked
in the committee for a long time and we knew each other well. He was

~astrong official, did not avoid taking decisions and his businesslike qual-

ities were on a high level. However, I guessed that he had no particular
sympathies for me.

Andriauov had just returned from Paris where he attended the cross-
country run organised by the paper L’ Humanité. He told me that I musn’t
play the match with Alekhine, that was the opinmion of the French

- Communists. “What is that source of this information?”? “It is from

Znosko-Borovsky (a prerevolutionary master and emigré), his son is a



96 Achieving the Aim

Communist.” I tried to convince Andrianov that the basic task was to
ensure that a Soviet citizen won the world championship. There was no
other solution than to beat Alekhine. The chess world would not recog-
nise a champion who appeared in any other way. Quite the contrary, if we
turned against Alekhine there would inevitably be accusations that Soviet
players were frightened to play him. Andrianov was adamant. Romanov
kept quiet. “Well, Nikolai Nikolayevich, does that mean that the gov-
ernment’s decision about the organisation of the match with Alekhine is
rescinded 7’ |

Romanov joined the conversation, “No, no, everything is in order”,
and we parted dissatisfied with each other.

But it didn’t end there. Once again I was summoned by Romanov.
I arrived, sat in his reception office and waited. Romanov came out of his

~office, affectionately took me by the hand (he always had a paternal

attitude to me as he had to all sportsmen despite being younger than me),
led me into another room and then disappeared.

There were two men sitting in this office. One was older and more sol-
idly built with a strong wilful face. The other was younger with alively
sympathetic face. He positioned himself behind his comrade (the first
one could not see him) and occasionally gave a pleasant smile.

They turned out to be chess players and started talking about the latest

- events. Then as if incidentally came the question, “Have you ever had

occasion to meet White Russian emigrés while abroad 7’ “How could I
not, I’ve played Alekhine and Bogolyubow in tournaments.” The young
one laughed; he had, it would seem, warned in advance that such ques-
tions were superfluous.

“Has 1t ever happened that you have had people sent to make contact
with you?”’

I told them how in 1938 in Amsterdam when we were living in the
Amstel Hotel the porter rang me and said some gentieman was waiting
for me downstairs. The visitor had a seedy appearance, plus-fours, an
old jacket whose owner had clearly once been fatter, antediluvian side-
boards. He spoke Russian and ordered tea. He started up a conversation

about the Revolution, said that he had been acquainted with Lenin and

had tried to dissuade Lenin from any uprising. “Why ?° “Well, you see,”
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said the visitor, “it’s all turned out so badly.” “What are you on about,”
was my reply, “certainly not bad.” |

Should I allow myself to be distracted during a tonrnament by trifles?
That is not my style. I gave the porter a 2% guilder piece and warned:
him not to admit suoch gentlemen in future. The porter smiled and gave
an understanding nod of the head. My collocutors also started smiling,

“Have you ever been approached by a foreign diplomat in Moscow 7*°
Yes, a secretary from the Cuban Embassy had phoned and said he was.
supposed to hand me a book dedicated to the memory of Capablanca..
“What was yvour reply 7 “I told him to hand the book to the Physkultura
Committee.”

The conversation moved on to other topics and we parted in cordial
fashion.

Then I started thinking. What had this spectacle been arranged for?
Probably for all their politeness my collocutors were carrying out some-
body’s mission, although they themselves realised it was all pointless.
Somebody was trying to make me realise that if I insisted on a maich
with such a doubtful personality as Alekhine then I myself might come
‘onder suspicion’.

What could they do, though? It was not possible to rescind the govern-~
ment decision, so the idea came up of putting pressure on Botvinnik and
then he might give up the idea himself,

A letter arrived from England, from Derbyshire (the organiser of the:
Nottingham tournament). Now he was President of the British Chess.
Federation. He told us that in principle the English were prepared to run.
the match (which was quite understandable as the prize fund was guar-
anteed by the Soviet Union) and that he proposed starting in August at
Nottingham (in August he would have his eightieth birthday).

The question had to be discussed by the executive committee of the
BCF, but this was already a formality.

1 was not in agreement with the proposed date as there was little time-
left for direct practical preparation. I do not remember whether they
had time to send my reply to England. On Sunday, 24th March 1946,
we had friends call on us. We were talking and having tea. There was a
ring of the telephone. “It’s Podtserob speaking.” I hear the well-known:
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accurate speech. “Terrible news. Alekhine died unexpectedly three hours
ago.”

The day before, on the Saturday in London, there was a meeting of
the executive committee of the British Chess Federation where the ques-
tion of the match was resolved favourably. Immediately after the meeting
Alekhine was sent a telegram with an official proposal to play a world
title match with the USSR champion. So I just don’t know whether

Alekhine had managed to get the telegram in time. The great chess player
had passed on.

| CHAPTER 5.

The Match-tournament, 1948

S0, FOR the first time since 1886 the chess world was left without its king
{the champion had died undefeated). What was to be done?
The first post-war FIDE congress took place in the summer of 1946

at Winterthur, Switzerland. Only six delegates came together there, and

they sensibly called their decisions recommendations. Yet amongst these
recommendations was a particularly important one—to run a match-
tournament whose winner would be declared world champion.

Five of these were nominated on the AVRO result: Euwe, Fine,
Reshevsky, Keres and Botvinnik. The sixth was to be settled later. The

great infernational tournament at Groningen in August could play a

decisive part in this respect.
However, as became clear after the tournament (I had anticipated

- this earlier) there were other calculations involved with this event. We

will return to this later.
An imposing Soviet delegation was sent to Holiand: Botvinnik,
Smyslov, Boleslavsky, Kotov, Flohr with Veresov in charge. I requested

- that my wife and daughter be sent with me, and the committee agreed.

We travelled by train right through Europe with many changes.
Finally we were at the Netherlands border. Flohr posed the question in
Dutch to the Customs official: “Who will be first in Groningen ?”’
“Buwe!” was the immediate reply. “What about Botvinnik 2 “Possibly,
if he doesn’t. .. drink too much!” (After the Alekhine-Euwe match in
1935 Russian masters had the reputation as drinkers in Holland.)

29




100 Achieving the Aim

So we were at The Hague. From there we were taken in the car of the
Soviet military delegation to Groningen via the dike which separates the
North Sea from the Zuider Zee.

The Dutch were going through a difficult time. Passenger trains were
often made up of goods wagons—much rolling stock had been destroyed.
There were clearly fewer cycles as the Nazis had laid a million bicycles
as core 1n the concrete of the Atlantic wall. There was a shortage in food
supply and production of industrial goods—-—almost everything was
rationed, and prices were high. |

This was also reflected in the organisation of the tournament where
the food was very modest. Our ambassador V. A. Valkov (who by the

- way was a lecturer in Political Economy before the war in my Polytechnic)

took care of us and systematically sent ration coupons from the Embassy
reserve to Veresov.

Just before the tournament a row broke out. The Dutch had invited
five Soviet players in an overall list of twenty participants. But then the
organisers increased this number without taking account of the fact that
straight after the touwrnament the USSR-USA team match was to take

place in Moscow. If there were more than 19 rounds then the five Soviet

grandmasters and two Americans (Denker and Steiner) would be late
for the match 1n Moscow. |

There were to be two Dutch participants in the tournament-—Euwe
and Prins. The organisers suggested to Prins that he should withdraw,
but he refused point blank to do so. The next shot came from Fuwe,
who declared that he was withdrawing. Obviously everybody protested
at this. Then there was a suggestion that one of the Soviet players should
withdraw—at my request Veresov made known that Botvinnik was
withdrawing. We were at a dead end. I tried to persuade Veresov to tell
Prins that if he withdrew he would receive an invitation to an interna-
tional tournament in the USSR. Veresov hesitated, since he had no
authority for this.

Master Veresov was always in time trouble, he thought things out
slowly. He was very absent-minded and was always wrapped up in

thought. During our travels through Europe he always and every-

where kept losing his briefcase (by the way the briefcase was one
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- borrowed from Flohr) which contained the cash resources of our

delegation.

Little Olya’s favourite diversion was to keep finding this briefcase and
return it to its owner. When we flew out from The Hague Veresov
actually managed to leave 1t behind. .. in the Embassy!

However, he was born lucky and everything always turned out all
right for him. Thus he once went for a haircut in Groningen, and it turned

. out that the barber was a strong draughts player (the 100-square game).

This haircut of a chess master helped to establish contacts between Soviet
and Dutch draughts players! |
Finally Veresov made his mind up—rejoicing all round. Prins obviously
realised that it was up to him to give in, his resistance came from self-
pride, but it was all very pleasant now. Unfortunately despite all my effort
the promise to invite Prins to Moscow remained just that. .. a promise.
- The players lived in the Hotel Frigge, where the draw took place,
At the opening ceremony a vocal quartet consisting of Euwe and his three

- young daughters, Elsie, Caro and Fity, gave a rendering in Russian of

Dunayevsky’s song ‘Broad 1s my Native Land’. This was a very friendly
and touching gesture towards the Soviet people. |

We played in the ‘Harmonie’, a fine hall of the local Philarmonic
Society. The interest in the event was great, with many spectators. Of
the older generation there were Bernstein, Tartakover and Vidmar, the
Soviet and American masters have been mentioned already, and there
were also Najdorf, Szabd, Stoltz, Lundin, Yanofsky, O’Kelly and others.
The main member, however, of the dramatis personae was undoubtedly
Max Euwe. Many Dutchmen consitdered that once Alekhine had died

- ‘then it would be fair to declare Euwe champion; after all it was from him

in 1937 that Alekhine had won back the title. Admittedly the Congress
in Winterthur had decided otherwise, but FIDE used to have no say in
these matters. If only Euwe could win here in Groningen!

i took the lead from the start but Euwe kept right behind me. Our
game came in the middle of the tournament, ,

This was our sixth game (starting 1934). Up to now the score was
3% : 14 in favour of the Dutchman, two wins and three draws. I found it
hard to play with him, and understood his play badly. He cleverly used
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to change the situation on the board, made certain ‘long’ moves with his
pleces and I wsed to overlook _them. One must give him credit. He
started fierce attacks at the first opportunity, calculated variations accur-
ately and had made a deep study of the endgame. Everybody considered
him a good strategist, but I cannot help agreeing with Alekhine who
wrote after their 1937 match that he considered Euwe a tactician.

Obviously Euwe knew many well-known strategic ideas, but he could
hardly be a deep strategist, since he had a pragmatic nature both in life
and at the chess board.

S0 it was not easy for me to play with him, as I was a logician and in
many ways a visionary. Our encounter at Groningen was no exception.
First of all I got a good position (Fuwe played quickly but rather super-
ficially) then I decided to squeeze out more from the position than was
feasible. Fuwe immediately seized the initiative and I defended with
difficulty. Euwe demonstrated in this game how well he had studied the

endgame. By the adjournment he had cleverly brought the game intoa

rook ending which was a carbon copy of an ending Lasker—Rubinstein
(St Petersburg, 1914) with reversed colours. The rock ending inevitably
transposes into a lost pawn ending. It was time for me to resign.

I ran back to the Hotel Frigge. My wife had a meal ready, but I waved
it away. I glanced in the Swedish reference book of Collijn where the
endgame section was compiled by Rubinstein himself and stared tensely
at the board. There came a tap at the door, and Veresov came in. “How
1s 1t 77 I started shaking my head sadly, then explained it all. “Mikhail
Moiseyevich, possibly you'll find something.” Veresov had faith in me.

Suddenly I had an inspiration. In the adjourned position each side had
a pawn more. Possibly the pawn ending in this case was drawn ? So it was!
Then Veresov and I ate our meal with a good appetite and agreed that
we would keep it all a secret—what if we went wrong. If the opponent got
to know nothing of our analysis then he would not be able to adjust to
the new situation. |

With a downcast head I appeared in the hall. Two thousand Dutchmen
had stood for an hour and a half without moving. Each one was fright-
ened of losing his place and the sight of the Soviet champion’ capit-
ulation. Euwe slapped me on the shoulder in a patronising, sympathetic
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gesture. In answer I nod my grief, as if saying I realised what was up.

| - Play began, and I made what seemed a pointless move (which actually
leads to a draw). Euwe is surprised, thinks about it, throws a testing
- glance at me and settles down to a deep think about the position. (Game 5.)

That means all is well. T wink at Veresov, and soon the game ends in

~ a friendly handshake. The silence of the grave—the spectators were
- struck dumb with amazement.

‘Thereafter things got worse for me. I almost lost to Flohr and suffered
a beavy defeat at the hands of Kotov (though I was in a nervous state—
there were reports in the Dutch press that Smyslov and Boleslavsky had
lost to me on orders from the Kremlin) and the next day at the hands of
Yanofsky. Euwe had overtaken me.

Yeresov was seriously alarmed and asked my wife to come and watch
with our little girl; possibly this would help ? Three wins in a row (against
Kottnauer, Christoffel and Guimard) once again brought me into the
lead, and before the last round I was half a point ahead. A weight had

~ been lifted from my shoulders. “Now I can quietly make a draw with

Najdorf in the last round,” I said to the Embassy Secretary Comrade
Slyusarenko, who had brought the ration coupons for our delegatmn

~ “After all, Kotov will draw with White against Euwe.”

But Kotov refused to play for a draw, and stated that he was going to
play for a win (He had already beaten Botvinnik, now he wanted to beat
Euwe). In that case Kotov might lose. “Well then you will win,” said the
diplomat with the air of an order. So I, oh what naivety, obeyed and re-

~ fused the draw which Najdorf offered even before play began.

We had to play in the morning, not the evening as usual. Ten years
after the last round at Nottingham it was the same story as when I played
very badly then against Winter. I was sitting there in a hopeless position
and regretting my slips when suddenly Najdorf consoled me: “Don’t be
upset. Buwe can resign too...” So I came ahead of the former world
champion in this obstacle race! Smyslov was third and the question of the

sixth player for the match-tournament was settled.

~ “Do you know how your name sounds in Dutch?’ one player asked
me. “Bot vin ik, In translation that means ‘bot I win’.”” At the time I
decided that this was very flattering and gave a smile of joy.
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Almost thirty years later I related this episode to my friend Mr Gaud- ;f' -
kel, one of the leading figures in the ‘Netherlands-USSR Friendship o %E%H; Sl
Society’. He gave a hearty guffaw—it turns out that ‘bot vin ik” has the | siittiii
same sense as to beat an i1diot! o -
Of course at that time, in 1946, the Dutch fans of Max Euwe could |~ e
take the view that my victory at Groningen was an accident. However, | E £ e
later events showed the subjectivity of this viewpoint. | -
The closing ceremony. There was an immense wreath on the stage. “““““““
When I was called up two sturdy Dutchmen took the wreath and putit =~ | R R
on my shoulders. In my surprise I did not budge (the correct behaviour, -
laughed the Dutch, that is how one is supposed to react according to ERRRT T i i
etiquette). Of course at that time laurels were unobtainable, and the i

wreath was made up of some branches with violet leaves. '

We travelledto The Hague, where there was to be a reception in honour a
of our delegation. The diplomats duly gathered, but the grandmasters
were missing. They were in Amsterdam spending their last guilders. The
ambassador was disturbed; my wife and daughter combined with the
staff of the Embassy to entertain our guests, and the whole delegation
finally made 1t.

A Soviet Li-2 plane arrived at a military airport to take us to Moscow.
We would not have been in time by train. In the morning we flew out : 1. 1927
from The Hague, my first flight, but got to Moscow only on the next day,
the captain deciding to spend the night at Berlin. Buwe flew with us in -
his capacity as arbiter for our match. |

In the evening the Soviet team gathered in their HQ room of the
Hotel Moskva. Play was scheduled for the following morning. The
players from Groningen were exceptionally tired, and the success of the
Soviet team was in doubt. The First Secretary of the Central Committee
of the Komsomol, Mikhailov and Romanov came in. |

Mikhailov took the floor and spoke about the political significance of
the match. He set the target of shattering the Americans by an even
greater score than in the radio match of 1945,

I looked round at my colleagues. Some were dumbfounded, some pale
with fear. No, I could not remain silent, otherwise with such directives
we would lose the match. Politely, mildly, but precisely I expressed the




o ool v TR
TR o By
Bk i

e .y
W e g B R B
e AR B e W

ER:

PEEREERE

£k .
e SRR g R M otk e
W pe R 4 A N A
g e M e onzefe B8 A F AR B R AR o
e W M % R G Rl B R B0 S e
S g M AP PR ok OF MO a0 R one AR E3
B o G o N RER 3P b Rt St el R
g S WO Aol F RS SR R R et
S R o S deadng B B R g R O
T LR MR o Ml W R T R
e e e SR R TR TR P el
n R e 00 4TOR F e Pl B e R
Te W NP R A 8 el T A
N R S T LT T
i g o T R ARG R
e R g R R AR
o g £ B R S
e et

O

Brd s

o v B A e e R
o B S et W b

G o A H A
TR R T A A

G. Ya. Levenfish

3

u&...vnwf.w.u?cﬂ.ﬁﬁ..?
R it

e R B s
B R ..A%ﬁ?ﬁﬁﬁﬁ#éfﬁ.xsﬁ&éﬁﬁ».
e w3 #ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁh&ﬁﬁﬁ&m&ﬁ?xﬁﬁ.é

.Qﬁ.ﬂﬁﬁ%ﬂw.&.&ﬁkﬁ&.&
a0

B
PERLRTEE A1
P
e A i Vool W
e et SR
T T T
A L A
Dt B v B R
B
£ e e e e

PP
M
pende g B

...“.
m.ﬂ.,&%ﬁﬂ.#%wbxwﬁ..vﬁ..s
R B
ol W :
iR EE
ot & W v 2 TEE Y

R wn f

o dni k3 A

ﬁ.u#.x...“uv.ﬁ.v..a&.{ e - I L - .

Far] TR W Hhk?aﬁxkﬂa«ih.?".v.&.s
. e W ¥R

s

...a..r...
e e

- s g S B s

o e B

ErEIE
e = T
P ;

Fpardy

:.;h-x-@s

. L
<£H$ﬁi+»x>xh$k?aﬁ b
PR un.......ﬁ.?